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For why ? Because the good old rule 

Suffioeth them ; the simple plan, 
That they should take who have the power, 

And they should keep who can. 

Wordsworth. 

When tooming faulds, or sweeping of a glen, 
Had still been held the deeds of gallant men. 
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CHARACTERS. 

DUKE OF MONTROSE, Lord-Lieutenant of Menteith. 

SIR FREDERICK VERNON.a proscribed English Baronet, and Secret 

Ambassador of James VII. 
RASHLEIGH 0SBALDI$TON l E l a Gentleman, a Scholar, a Disappointed 

Lover, and a Traitor. 
FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE, a Young Gallant in Love with Diana Vernon, 

and addicted to Poetry. 
M«,OrW£N,W€or»ia6»dal Mas of ittegritj, with a love for Figures*, 
CAPTAIN; THORNTON* no* English Gentleman, and a Soldier. 
MAJOR GALBRAITH, is jolly Major of Militia, with a secret love for 

King Jas^eSJ and ao/opfiO tikkqt for the bottle. 

-^"^ "l^CAMPF""" 



ROR ROY MAGGREGOR .CAMPBELL, head of a proscribed race, a 
,t .H%bland; Qcrtlaw,: in fltvoue of the banished Stuarts* 

BALBALDIE, Qonain to P^Reyv€hief of a branch of the MacGregora. 

BAILIE NICOL JAfiViE, a Metohaat, a Magistrate, and a man 9' sab* 
J o j staeee, si wato -iwtilib&/to : serve a, , friend. 

ANDREW FAIRSERVICE, an opinionati ve Gardener, with an eye to self. 

JOBSQN* a Juaiieef* £aelk-HS'hoea* t tafce.abribe--in pay of Rasbleigh. 

MORRIS, a aelfishwteich and r ax.G6vemsaent spy. 

SAUtfDERS WYLIft a* honest lad that respects his auid maister, 

DR MIXIT, . J T ^Ki*o. > 

LATBERUMtbe RARBBR^^* 00 ^ 8 - f :lrtl1 ■ u ,„ >. . ^« fUUw . 

LAWYER QUOTUM,! 7tt ■ u t T * S * ******* & Politicians. 

BEED THE GAUGRR, t ? a ? oyer * € ?) , 

JONATHAN BROWN* the Jotty Landlord of the "Black Bear." 

TAM, a steady lad in his position. 

EWAN OF BRIGOLANDS, a Farmer Soldier, 'who ooulddo a good torn.' 

LANCIE WINGFIELD, a, Jimb of the, Law, in the pay qf Rasbleigh. 

DOUQAL, a retainer of Rob JBloy^ and .always useful, at a pinch. . 

MAC8TUART, a Highland Chief opposed: to Rob Roy— bold, bat kindly. 

ALLAN, a retainer of Rob Roy,l with a Contempt for Andrew Fairserriee. 

ROBERT* } ( 8ont & m **-> T w * ■ffWWNf • ***• 

EVAN, . ' \ .... i' , '.' 1 ; „. 

COUN^' >• Gainers of tfaftsidik' 
ME8SBNGER.) , t ,']/\^i « , 

SERGEANT, a Soldier who knows] hm duty. 
CORPORAL, a dutiful Soldier. !. 
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COSTUME^.;,, ,., ;nvn ,,, ^, 

J IV -'.jr. r, *fo inlwi,.-.^,../, 

.•K.; »' .. i, . . .. , . i 

'V • ..."(I :?:''• "/.'," ■? *>iM r ,, > ? r, ,7 ,. .M^iTv'i. ■ .- u ;r 

.v f oM oj fi« . '• • •. 

Duke OB4Amftort/a*tted*oty.*iid irwaks riott^taesjd^eiMtbftoalplate 
of steel, !<*>gWff iboots an*^**ivWa*fc<broed b*lribi*a<hWJ flat *hUe 
featherd, frauntietsfisword, broad shoulder IteH, 4alMiib6iUUh4Jiaia Im- 
perial, with ringiets^aUogether a rie&lwjffi«s#yndrci*oHs»ikriodJ 

Sill FR*»Efente.--©irk ski^^d f &Wittflai^»|leti^ T J*6Ufltiche and:, 
beard a to CbeJrlt* 1} 4nd bwti». >fl*J)<*r»t^Kldkig,eloWB^qtoar^<ittt«oat, 
show lXk^^lar^<t«ff8,sboMng(«ttr^«ite^ aad'ntt^ldbgiwaiit^ 
eoat, fta$» neaiOyu;* long a»ifie»ad«t MtV, truak/btajceafesv 'baotMUl 
ringlet- wig, cravat with large 4iMlsy*w»rd watt* very broad, belt, broad 
bnibttied- liit wit* tat feafflerij igaoiriiletsu n ^ : ) : 7 >i .:;-:;:/'{ ; i • v ' 

RAgHLM<m/'0»BA»i*s«PWfB -iBhcfeliiWe* 4rces-*f tte^eeiedj. with$fc*e» :. 
cornered hat bat no feather^v^toeMe^oed^iiyfiratuBen^ahoea, bnk&letf, 
and slftWtttfiiga, airier^aiidatie^babdb^va^iiiigle^bat no moustache,- 
rich bat quiet. ( .• . T ) / J. •• 

Fa^pw^WjAt^ae ^lv^teo^JyeTlow vei^ wi^Ai^^a^^UD^ blaek i 
boots, and, after fourth 'scene, sn^^^^e-C^r^ered.batw4tbK*whimofQ<rtA I 
ing, And dress s* ord, all very rftb and gay, no)~modstaohe; fair<ringlttsl 

Mr 0wEfcuu&tffci.ft»*6wn suit bfotkefidd|j»<a*iifattojifev boots/ bhekitshfteV' 
cornered hat, brown wig, no moustaeb^eaeabres: ' 

B*iLlS'lfcRA«rftb^.^W^>aaMM saitaflaclkDe^three-oemeie^Jiat, . 
greyditoekiogsV sbx^saild^baeklesfibt'dwn'wiisiruflies*. iAfter /first act, • 
boots, hud Jaipur >on ene"f**t, bwtjite/ afeafleH dene and .a dark/gretaa 
tartao'oUmki ' :i •: i—rt,,,. . .;")[„„ • ,. • ./•■,.-•>/,/ 

Jonem^BfaotoaiiUf^ifcett^ in lastact boot* and 

B P UrB - . . ,:,- ,..,).. i T f . " /. , '' <: ' ' 

Morris.— Licht brown suit of the ilme, boots, and w trite bag wig. , 
Saundees Wylib Grey suit of the time, and blaok linen (sleeves abtfve . 

the elbow, fair wig and pen behind fiis ear. ' » J 

Andrew Faibseevioe.— Drab breeches, red vest, dark blue coat,/j$rey > 

stockings, shoes with buckles, a fair wig, short green apron, /SeoftetL . 

bonnet, and after third scent, ^gnajf'plaidi *®»* eVest— Kilt, ^laidTand 

bonnet of MacGregor tartan in rags, old saadaist • * -•' I i. » 

Dr Mi»f, Tff ^ibtoe> ( jBflit t rf &aMm roJKhiMP ,w.Mte/VJg. . . : » 

Lawyer Qopxy^.— The same, . jSfhjMnJn ea.r % . , . 

LathRr^^e BABBER^.y^ jpftt^l^Ulof the time, with s/bifa *#<6rJ, 

white iv ijr very'jpill and cotDD^uck in it. , * ' 

BEE^raR.QAi/qER,— jpark greeb^re^.bfjMiV time with brown wig.'. \, ' 

Jonathan TJeown lW£ brown suit wjtn^reen apron,, brown wig., ' 

Lanoib JVN fN 7 GFiELi>. r -prab oper^t^legfliajp, and three-cornered iajk/jbplt J 

ana pistols. ' ..... 

T am.— Bed waistcoat with •JeeveA drab breeches and leggings, green 

apron, and cropped wig.'' ' ' ° ■ •' • 
Captain THpR^TOif.— Jled »quare WJitturned up with white embroidered, 

lace, steel bre^sT^latey ; wftte waWiword belti eword, pistols, boots, 
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3oLiN r A11 thoaajne, but. plain 



Ioldiebs.— The same, bu^njainj ^UJi lo^wbUe ljegfiDff«, and high taper- 
ing hats. * * 

lAJOR Galbraith — Darlp.bl*%fQw4? tyrn^^pp wjtftre*!, i.vhite vest and 
breeches, long black taftW^WfeithreeTCO^re^ cocked hat, white bag 
wig, large sword, garottes,* wfetfa W^t rad.faea, *»d stuffed, 

:wANOPBEiGOLANi^-rXfee#ai^ew.buipia«i, , .. ,. 

*bnnox Trooper.— ;Xhssaaiae, , 

Iob Rot.— Full skirted. 4art .oeat^, long [w,ai)P^Oa^bpI^^ trunk breeches, 
soiled boots, spurs, f large* whip- ^fpad brimmed felt hat, no feathers, 
overcoat with tippet, light tow wig, dark beard t and grey plaid. 2nd dress 
—Priest's oloak arid hooo* -covering atf.'Sf^ «fr**t-i-PuH Highland cos- 
tume. red and black' Rob 1 Boy lattiatoi armour body, red hair and 
beard, deer-skin shoes with buckles, bonnbt ' wftfr'aagle's feather and 
white cockade, and after the eseaptffUtty 1 armed. 

kf acGregor of BALHALDnfi.-UHighlahd ChieftaitotdMrbf the MacGregor 
tartan, with armour body and grey wig arid 'beardk • 

Evan 'J ' ' " ' " " '* '' " 

Donald I 

Urssrngbr) 

:>ougal.— Grey tartan dress, kilt; ; &o.,'witb larger jrjw »everooat, belt and 
bnnoh of keys. J tout Wrtss-^Rbti Roy* tartan,' deeKantf body and long red 
hair, no bonnet, rough locking; 'bui tiki Airty. " - 1 

3AMI8H) Qm . ) •*' * ...>...:. 

[Robert J 9marta [ AH in Rob Roy tartan' *anda4s ' add *rt»s,; wild. 

&LLAN .)""". 

HacStuart.— Fair Chieftain's tiress of green tatttro/fte., iwo^d, dirk, and 

shield, smart and comely , ' J ' 

Friendly Highlanders-^ Mostly 1 «a<greeh' tartan *• satneiasvMacStuart. 
Highlanders (Clan M'Gregor)— In Km* with plaid' attoVsandais, mostly in 

Rob Roy tartan, all red headed J ^ V • ^ ' 

Helen.— Dark woollen dress, RdbRoy^pfald/refl tMnttetiattd feather, buff 

belt, pistols claymore, and shield, deer-skin shoes, black' hair falling down 

the back. 
Diana.— White silk open dress, Stuart tartau scarf, hfefrfceeled shoes and 

broad bows, short full sleeves,' lace raffles, Hamlets, and'very gay. 2nd 

drew— Black silk' hooded mantilla, 1 Waek beaver and feather, gauntlets. 
Martha.— Tucked up dress with embroidered petticoat,* barr plain with 

blue ribboos, Ac. 
yiATim— Light shortgown. dark petticoat, grey stockings, high- heeled 

shoes, plaid for wrapper, hair plain with blue ribbons,' altogether smart. 
rsAN M' Alpine— Dark dress, with of dr fashioned cap t redHair dishevelled, 

and otherwise in disorder, slovenly. 
iosTRSS.— Light dress tuqked up, with gay ttp'rinti apron; vest and flashy. 
Iighlanders (Female) —In plain dresses, wftboofribbewsoer' flowers, Rob 

Roy and MaoGrcgor tartan plaids; f * ■ . 
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PROLOGUE. 



Spoken oy the leading lady in the character of Milt^/ZV ',' 

Bnte'M'A.trm ivith d Lantern. 

' ' LA&iife tfnfl : Gfentlemen, permit me say ; • • '» * > ?• « t - 
A word or two, ere we begin onr May j 
Oar task'fo arduous, as we mean' to show « I .--• 

How things were done so many years ago % i. > " 

. Our anxious wish is to deserve y onr praise, . / 

' And 'show to' y on the light' of other days' — /•;•;. 

(Holds up lantern) — - ' : ' ' 

. When TJie bold outlaw, undeterred by laws, f , ! , » ll 

Made might appear to be the better cause, ' , ' J \ \ t \, } 

. And triumphed often o'er his many foes, < ( ],'.'; 

Tho' aided by the legions of Montrose ; ',./,'. 

Solacing conscience with the simple eure, ;i V , w 

He robbed the rich and gave it to the poor, l . . 

How fares it now in these enlightened days? '*';,•' 

Does orime no longer meet our daily gaze? rJ ,''.". 

Does not the lurking ruffian still conspire , I( 

To take our lives, and set onr homes on fire? y , '" 

And dares to make Britannia's bosom smart, a '.. 

By striking down the loved ones of her heart. \ '"' 

That were our friend the Efailie to arise, 
What horrid crimes would meet his wond'ring eyes, 
Which would arouse his honest indignation, ' ' 

A.nd sure evoke his fav'rite exclamation ; — / v > \ . 

•' My conscience l|aio things were ne'er transacked , T .'_ '' 
When my ain shop was in the auld Sautmarket, 
My worthy faither sic a congregation 
Ne'er saw o' villains in oqr loyal nation. 
My certie ! Government was then less sparin* 
Wod hanged them a' up like sae many heirrin'." 
Our Premier who now guides the helm of state, 
May he inaugurate what's good and great, 
To soothe the passions that at present rile, 
The troubled spirits of our sister isle. 
Now. of the labours that are ours to-night ; 
. We'll spare no pains to add to your delight* . . ] 

I scarce need say a word of explanation, 
Rob is already known to all the nation ; 
• But, yet, to night we will extend the view, 
With Semes and Character* entirely hew , 
., In ope, by way of giving animation, ' 
There will appear a startling senaation, 
Eclipsing far the cruel " Dannie Mann" 
The hired assassin of the " Colleen Bawn. 
Yet, let it never be forgot, 
We've copied other t)tun Sir Walter Scott. 
Nay, we have traced him to the very letter ; 
Where in all Scotland could we find a better ? 
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Whose genius with his thoughts sublime 
Will shed its radiance to the latest time, 



Now prejr, excuse this trespass on your time. 
I fear tfc " gods " are getting tired of rhyme, 
And anxtotti longing for the eurtain. belL 
Whift feOfof thing* jM beraWmy *T 

FiBElfELL. 



-? -• ^ c •_ - 
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HISTORICAL NOTICE 

OP THE 

NOVEL AND DRAMA OP ROB ROY, 

AND ALL CONNECTED. 

In the year 1783, Sir Walter Scott, then a boy, was at- 
tending the Grammar School at Kelso, under the. 
mastership of Mr Whale, and while there first met with 
a boy of his own age, named James Ballantvne, who in 
after years became proprietor and editor 01 the Kelso 
Mail. The friendship entered into at school continued 
through life ; and in 1801, when Scott published the 
first two volumes of the Border Minstrelsy it was 
from the press of the Kelso editor they appeared. 
Scott was so well pleased with the manner in which 
this was done, that he held out very flattering pro- 
spects, and afterwards induced Mr. Ballantyne to re- 
move to Edinburgh, where he afterwards became the 
head of the great firm of Ballantyne and Company, 
printers of the Waverley Novels. This James Ballan- 
tyne had a younger brother named John, who was a 
tailor in Kelso, a fast man in his way, and the prince 
of good fellows, and like many good fellows went to 
the dogs, and was sold off for behoof of his creditors. 
Scott, knowing him, proposed that he also should 
come to Edinburgh ; and to Edinburgh he came, to 
act as clerk to his brother James, at a salary of £300 
a year. He afterwards became bookseller for the firm 
of Ballantyne & Co. ; and when that did not succeed 
turned auctioneer, and died in 1821. 

In the year 1817 Scott lived when in Edinburgh at 
No, 39 Castle Street, and was pushing on with the 



11 



planting and building at Abbotsford. James Ballan- 
tyne lived in St. John Street, off the Canongate, not 
far from the printing office. It was in this same street 
that Burns the poet was entertained by Lord Mon- 
boddo and his amiable daughter, the lovely Miss Bur- 
net. Smollet, the author of " .Roderick Random," resided 
at one time in this same street, while writing "flum- 

Shrey Clinker ;" so it might b$ called classic ground, 
ohn Ballantyne, when an auctioneer, resided in a 
villa at Trinity, on the Frith of Forth, and lived in 
great splendour from the proceeds of his business. 
These gentlemen, all living in comfortable affluence, 
and in the closest friendship, met at each other's 
tables weekly, and on Saturday generally drove out to 
Abbotsford, Sir Walter's new estate, returning on the 
Monday. No wonder, then that their meetings were 
of the most agreeable description, as Scott was one of 
the best story-tellers that ever lived, and James Bal- 
lantyne was a beautiful singer and speech-maker ; his 
brother John was also a delightful singer and mimic : 
one of his best stories was the " Cobbler of Kelso," a 
dialogue between a cobbler and his blackbird. With 
this performance Scott was always delighted. Nothing 
could be richer than the contrast of the bird's wild 
sweet notes, some of which he imitated with wonder- 
ful skill, and the accompaniment of the cobbler's hoarse 
cracked voice uttering all manner of endearing epithets, 
which John multiplied and varied in a style worthy of 
any professional. It was often wondered that the great 
Matthews, who often heard it while at Scott's table, 
and who borrowed many good things from John Bal- 
lantyne, allowed the Cobbler of Kelso, which was cer- 
tainly a masterpiece, to escape him. 

It was on the 3rd of May, 1817, on a Saturday after- 
noon, while at Abbotsford, that Scott and his friends 
having dined, rose from the table, and sallied out to 
the gieen before the door, all in the highest spirits to 
enjoy the fine May evening. John Ballantyne was 
hopping up and down in great glee, when Mr Constable, 
of Edinburgh, who had by this time become Scott's pub- 
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Usher, and was one of the party, said something to John 
which displeased him very much. Scott laughed 
heartily at the joke, but observing that Mr Ballantyne 
felt hurt at it, by way of changing the subject, called 
their attention to the notes of a blackbird in the ad- 
joining shrubbery. They all listened to the delightful 
warbler, and after a little while Scott said, by the by, 
Mr Ballantyne, it is a long time since we have had the 
Cobbler of Kelso. Forthwith Mr Ballantyne jumped 
up on a mass of stones, and seating himself in the 

E roper attitude of one worjring with his awl, began 
is favourite story. While mirth and frolic were 
going on Scott continued to walk backward and for- 
ward on the green, talking and laughing ; and after an 
hour or so told them he was sure he could hit off a 
Glasgow weaver, whom he would ravel up with a High- 
lander, that would fairly outshine the Cobblerof Kelso, 
and in an extempore dialogue gave them something 
very like that which, takes place in the Glasgow Tolbooth 
between Baillie Nicol Jarvie and Bob Boy, and which 
they all afterwards recognized in the following De- 
cember (eight months later) of that year, when Bob 
Boy was published. In 1817 Scott visited Glasgow, and 
was shown all that was worthy of a visit by Mr John 
Smith, the eminent bookseller, who was the first to 
establish a public library in Glasgow. His shop was 
then in Hutcheson Street. Amongst other things Mr 
Smith took care to show the process of weaving, with 
its heddles, tr eddies, 4c, and among other things the 
singeing of muslin, which much surprised Scott, who 
observed, that " the man who imagined this was the 
Shakspere of wabsters," " as things out of hope are 
compassed oft with venturing." He also was much 
taken with the name " Fairservice," which he saw on 
the signboard of a weavers' utensil maker in the Dry- 
gate. At the same time he also visited the Saltmarket, 
the Auld Brig, the Cross, where the Tolbooth used to 
be, the College, the Limmerfield, and the Cathedral. 
Scott afterwards went to the Lennox, and visited Bob 
Boy's Cave, on Loch Lomond, and from Luss he wrote 

Digitized by LiOOQ IC 



IV 



an answer to an invitation from the Duke of Buc- 
cleuch at Drumlanrig : — 

"From Ross, where the clouds of Benlomond are sleeping— 
From Greenock, where Clyde to the Ocean is sweeping— 
From Largs, where the Scotch gave the Norman* a drilling— 
From Ardrossan, whose harbour cost many a shilling - 
From Old Cumnock, where beds are as hard ns a plank, sir— 
From a chop and green peas^and a chicken in Sanquhar, 
. This eve, please the Fates, at Drumlanrig we anchor. W. S." 

The novel of Bob Roy was completed and published 
on 31st December, 1817, eight months from the' time 
it was first conceived ; and as the last sheet was sent 
to press Scott wrote to Ballantyne as follows : 
Deab James. 

With great joy 
I send you Roy. 
'Twas a tough job, 
But we've done with Rob. 

The novel had been indeed a tough job, for Scott 
was very unwell, being afflicted very much with pains 
and cramp during the time, and one day Ballantyne, 
his printer, called for " copy," and none being ready, 
said, " Come, man, get on/' " Ay," replied Scott, 
" it is easy for you to say get on, but how the deuce 
can I make Bob Boy's wife speak with such a curmur- 
ring in my guts." 

The success which attended the publication of Bob 
Boy was very great. In the first fortnight 6000 
copies were sold, and in a few months 40,000 more ; 
and when it is taken into account that there was no 
printing by steam in those days, but merely hand la- 
bour, no wonder the Edinburgh printers still venerate 
the name of Sir Walter Scott. 

Some years before this (in 1810), there lived in Edin- 
burgh an actor, named Daniel Terry, who was engaged 
at the theatre, then under the management of ftenry 
Siddons. This Mr. Terry was a very talented man ; 
he had been bred as an architect, and was an antiquary. 
He was a good musical composer, an operatic singer, 
and an artist. His line was old men, and he after- 
wards was the great Sir Peter Teazle before the days oi 
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William Farren. He married a most accomplished and 
amiable lady, a Miss Naismith, daughter of Mr Naismith, 
scene and landscape painter, who painted the great 
Act-drop for the Queen Street Theatre, Clyde from 
Dalnotter Hill, so well remembered by old play-goers. 
Mrs Terry was also an artist, and contributed most 
of the designs for the windows, <tc, at Abbotsford. 
Sir Walter had met Mr Terry at Mr Ballantyne's 
table repeatedly, and when Scott superintended the 
production ofMiss Joanna BaUlieV Family Legend," at 
the Edinburgh theatre, Mr Terry spoke the prologue, 
which Scott wrote, and played hifi part so well, that 
Scott took him into his confidence. All these cir- 
cumstances combined to make their friendship of the 
very closest description. He afterwards went to London, 
and appeared at Co vent Garden in 1812 as Lord Ogle- 
by. In 1816 he dramatised Guy Mannering — Terry- 
fied it, as Scott good-naturedly called it ; Miss Joanna 
Baillie writing some of the glees for it, and Scott him- 
self contributing the Lullaby Song. After Mr. Terry 
removed to London he became the friend and com- 
panion of the elder Matthews and Theodore Hook. 
He was stage manager at the Haymarket and Covent 
Garden, and afterwards, along with Mr Yates, (who by 
the bye' was the first who played Bob Roy in Glasgow,) 
proprietor of the Adelphi, for which purpose Scott lent 
him £1500. He died in 1829. 

Jn 1818 Bob Roy was dramatised for the Covent 
Garden stage y while Mr Terry was stage manager 
there, by Mr Isaac Pocock, a gentleman connected 
with the fland-in-hand Insurance Company in Lombard 
Street, London, who had written several prologues 
and addresses, and who also dramatised the "Miller 
and his Men," " Montrose, or the Children of the Mist," 
" jobber's Wife," "Maid and Magpie," &c. He was the 
friend of Sir David Wilkie and Air. Liston the actor ; 
and it was for Mr. Liston he dramatised Rob Roy, so 
that that gentleman might make a hit in the Baillie. 
Macready was the Rob Roy, and Sinclair, Francis. Mr 
Terry arranging it for the stage, composing the music 
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for the glees, and words and music for the choros. 
The success of the piece was great, and after Mr Pocock's 
Drama having a long run, the proprietors of Drury 
Lane, not to be outdone, got up an opposition Bob Roy, 
but the piece had no nearer connection with Scott-'s 
creation than merely the name, and it therefore did not 
succeed, although some good actors were employed in 
it. Mr Terry sent a copy of his to his friend, Mr W. H . 
Murray, of Edinburgh, who was then managing the 
Edinburgh theatre for his widowed sister, Mrs Henry 
Siddons, and it was from this copy the drama was 
first produced in Edinburgh. 

On the 15th of February, 1819, " Rob Roy" was first 
brought out at Edinburgh. At that time Mr W. H. 
Murray played all Mr Liston's parts, as Tony Lumkin, 
<fcc; and when " Rob Roy" wasput up for rehearsal, Mr 
Murray took Liston's part, the Baillie ; but after a trial, 
and, it is said, a hint from Scott, Mr Murray ^ave up the 
part, and looked for another actor to play it. It will 
thus be seen that " Rob Roy" was at ffrst produced by, 
and under the superintendence of parties not at all con- 
versant with Scottish character and habits, which may 
account for the very small appearance some of the char- 
acters make — for example, Andrew Fairservice. The 
piece in fact was got up making Mr Liston's part — 
the Baillie — the part, and throwing other important 
characters, even Rob himself, into the shade. 

There was a young actor in those days named Charles 
Mackay, who had gone on for small parts at the Queen 
Street Theatre, Glasgow; he could sing well, and went 
on between the pieces to do so — a custom in those days. 
On some .occasions he played Bauldv in the Gentle 
Shepherd, almost the only Scotch character on the 
stage at the time. He had the ability that whatever 
he did he did it well. He was rising in his profession, 
and in 1819 was playingin a small company in Aberdeen. 
This little company, like many others, had produced 
Rob Roy, as it was the rage everywhere, Mr Mackay 
doing Liston's part — the Baillie — with such success, 
that his fame had reached Edinburgh, so Mr Murray 
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made him an offer which he accepted ; and from this 
time he remained in the Edinburgh company until he 
retired from the stage in 1848, and made a name that, 
will never die in the annals of the stage in connec- 
tion with the Waverley dramas. 

It has been said, and perhaps with some truth, 
that the drama of "Rob Roy" will never again be got up 
so well in all its parts as it then was by W. JEL Mur- 
ray's (Scott's Will Murray) company. The mana- 
ger's own Captain Thornton was excellent, and so was 
the Dougal of Mr. Duff: there was also a good Mattie 
— Miss Nicol, about whose equipment Scott felt such 
interest that he left his box betwen the acts to remind 
Mr Murray that she must have a mantle with her for 
the Baillie, as well as a lanthorn. But the great and 
unrivalled attraction was tho personification of Baillie 
Jarvie by the aforesaid Mr Mackay, who being him- 
self a native of Glasgow, entered into the minutest 
peculiarities of the character with high gusto, and 
gave the west-country dialect in its most racy perfec- 
tion. It was most extremely diverting to watch the 
play of Scott's features during the admirable realiza- 
tion of his conception. So well pleased was he with his 
performance, that he sent him a letter of thanks^ with 
£5, and ever afterward counted him a friend ; and at 
the Edinburgh Theatrical Fund Dinner, at which Scott 
declared himself the Author of Waverley, he gave a 
toast to the health of Baillie Mackay. 

" Rob Roy" had a continued run of forty-one nights 
during February and March, and it was played once a 
week at least for years afterwards. It was the salva- 
tion of the Edinburgh theatre, for it brought to the 
treasury a sum of £3000. It was played 200 times 
almost in succession. It has always been a great fa- 
vourite with the public ; and when George IV. visited 
Edinburgh it was the play he commanded to be per- 
formed on the occasion of his visit to the theatre as 
a compliment to Scotland, although the great Edmund 
Kean was performing in Edinburgh at the time, he was 
set aside for this night. It is recorded that the fat 
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Adonis was convulsed with laughter when he saw the 
Baillie take Mattie under his own arm from that of 
Francis, and giving him a poke in the side, said, " Nane 
o' your Lunnon tricks wi* Mattie, sir. 

About this time, the drama being a success where- 
ever it was produced, the then manager of the Cale- 
donian Theatre Edinburgh, in order to get a share of 
the golden harvest, produced a version of his own, in- 
troducing M'Vitie and others, but its success was not 
great, and he returned to the original version. 

It was no less a favourite in the provinces, as we 
are informed by a writer in the Dublin University 
Magazine, that as far back as 1829 Mr Byder of the 
Perth theatre, himself a great Hob Boy, announced 
the drama for the 500th time. 

It has ever been successful in America and in the 
British Colonies at every period since it was first put 
upon the stage, and actors have been found at all times 
to fill the parts with great success, they are so good 
and varied. Some have even made fortunes by repre- 
senting only one character in the play. The part of 
Bob Boy himself has found many worthy representa- 
tives; among the most successful was Macready, Chas. 
Kemble, Vandenhoff, Yates, Ward, Harry Johstone, 
Wallack, J. fl. Alexander, Calcraft, G. V. Brooke, 
Edmund Glover, the Wizard of the North, and our 
Qwn Tom Powrie, and Amateurs in hundreds. The 
Baillie on the other hand, has been held worthy of 
being represented by some of the first men on the 
stage — such as Liston, J. H. Alexander, old Liang- 
stone, Mason, J. fl. Williams, of the Haymarket, a 
Glasgow man ; Mr Phelps, and auld Davie Stewart in 
his day, whohasplayed it on foot8nd on horseback, 
aud the great Mackay, who was the living personifi- 
cation of the character. The Dougal, again has given 
scope for the abilities of some of our finest actors, such 
as Dnff, Burn, James Aitken, and M'lan the artist 
actor, by the bye, a GorbaJonian, who will also be re- 
membered for his celebrated broad-sword combat at the 
Eglinton tournament, a la " Harry Wynd," and whose 
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style of dress, or rather ww-dress in Dottgal, gave rise to 
many remarks, he being naked from the waist up. Fran- 
cis has found at all times representatives in the best 
singers on the stage — such as Sinclair, Braham, Wil- 
son, Templeton, Sims Reeves, and many others; and 
Diana Vernon has given opportunity for displaying 
the powers of the finest female singers on the stage at 
all times. In the whole range of the British Drama 
there is not one to be found in which so many good 
parts are to be filled, all requiring and giving oppor- 
tunity for the finest of acting in whatever line the actor 
may be celebrated, — for example, only think of the part 
of Helen Macgregor being played by Miss Cushman, 
or Rob Roy by vandenhoff. 

There are many traditions afloat regarding this 
drama, one of which is given as the reason why Major 
G-albraith is represented as a very fat person. Mr 
Weeks (Paddy Weeks), while a member of the Edin- 
burgh company, was called on to play the Major, as he 
was many times afterward ; he played the part well, 
and, being a beautiful singer, succeeded in pleasing. 
He was a very fat man, and in his fight with the Baillie 
was most laughable, it took well. The next actor 
that played the Major after Mr Weeks did not succeed ; 
until he thought of stuffing for the part, and thereby 
made a hit also ; and the part has continued to be stuffed 
ever since. 

There is also a tradition that Mr W. H. Murray was 
the original Major Galbraith and only assumed Captain 
Thornton on the occasion of the drama being played 
before George IV. at Edinburgh in 1822, that he might 
have the opportunity of delivering the patriotic speech ; 
"The King I serve, and the country. that gave me 
birth," <fcc. This is a mistake, for Mr Murray was the 
original Captain Thornton, and continued to play it for 
vears until he got too stout, and found the great com- 
bat with Dougal too much for him, he then sold out 
the Captaiu and took the Major's commission. The 
great Mackay played the Baillie for his benefit on his 
retiring from the stage in Edinburgh in 1-348. The 
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great Wilson was the Francis on the occasion, and Mr 
Powrie the Rob Roy ; the after piece was " Crammond 
Brig." 

Since its first production, "Rob Roy" has gone 
through many phases. It has been produced in the cir- 
cus, introducing horses where the great scene was the 
escape of Rob. And again at some theatres, where real 
water was made the feature, and at others when every- 
thing gave way to the gorgeous display of scenery, 
&c. But, strange to say, that although the drama 
is unworthy of the novel, no attempt had been 
made to re-dramatise it ; that is, to go back to the 
novel for a new play. The present revival will present 
a version that is new to the stage, in so far as the 
compiler has gone back to the novel for new mate- 
rial, and' extended the drama to four acts, introducing 
much new matter on the stage that was only to be 
found in the novel before, and some scenes which the 
facilities of the present day render easy what used to 
be thought an impossibility ; and several characters 
have been introduced new to the stage, although found 
in the novel. At the same time as Tittle as possible of 
the old drama has been dispensed with, for the immor- 
tal Scott never said too much, and we cannot afford to 
lose anything he ever said. 

When " Rob Roy" was first produced it was generally 
one of three pieces played on one evening. Times are 
now changed, and we are content with one, and fully 
satisfied with two. 

All these circumstances combine to enable the com- 
piler of the present version to promise that this repre- 
sentation wiU be tor music, scenery, dress, appointments, 
and text, the most complete that ever was put upon 
the stage of any theatre since its first production at 
Covent Garden in 1818. 
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SCENE I— The Interior of a Village Inn.— 

" TheJZlnck Bear " at Darlington, company seated at a large table R. C. a 
small table with pen and ink L. 0. a little forward. Travellers preparing to 
set forward on their journey. The Hostess and others attending them, 
Jonataan Brown, the Host, t» the chair, Quotum, the Lawyer Or 
MlXiT, L.ATHBRUM the BARBER, the GAUGER, and others seated at the 
large table, as the curtain rises, 

GLEE. 

Soon the sun will gae to rest, 

Let's awa' thegither ; 
Company is aye the best, 
) Crossing o'er the heather. 

1 Tak' each lad his stirrup cup, 

[ His heart will feel the lighter ; 

f Tak' each lass a wee bit sup, 

Her e'e will sparkle brighter. 

Solo. Bold Rob Roy the Southrons say, 

Is now upon the border ; 
Should he meet with us the day, 
'Twad breed a sad disorder. 

» Chorus. Soon the sun, &c 

Hostess — Brawly sung, my maisters, brawly sung ! I wish you safe 
haroe, for ye'er ain sakes, an' a quiok return for mine. Here Tarn, gi'e 
our frien's their stirrup-cup, while I attend this table* I wish you a* gu«;e 
e'en, frien's. Exeunt TRAVELLERS, o. in F. singing. 

, Tam— I'll do your bidding mistress, but here's another traveller, and I 

l doubt i'll need to attend to him, for ye ken the auld saying M Welcome 
the coming and speed the parting guest," 

Hostess— Thou art a good lad Tam, and I can trust thee with anything 
weaker than brandy, so do as thou likest. But who would hae thought o' 
mair company at the u Black Rear" sae late i* the day. But what wi' 
Whigs and Tories, Jacobites an' Hanovariaos, we on the border here drive 
a bonny trade o't. 

Goes to attend large table R. and then Exits r. i. e. 
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Enter MORRIS, D in F with a large portmanteau, looking cold, surprised and 
/tightened, looks at the company at table. 

Tam- I'll take your portmanteau, it seems heavy, I'l carry it to your 
honour's bed room. I 

MORRIS— Thank you, thank you, young man, but it is not heavy, it con- 
tains only a few shirts and is quite light, so I will just hold it in my hand. 

Tam— If all the customers that oome to the " Black Bear " were like that 
copper nosed curiosity, there would be no need for waiters, and no fees. 

MORRIS— (looking at table)— They don't look very suspicious like, but 
there is no telling these Highwaymen when they disguise themselves, they 
may eaoh have a brace of pistols and a blunderbuss in their pockets for all 
their innocent looks. I'll not seem to suspect them, but for all that Til 
keep my eyes and ears open ; Oh if I could only get safe into Scotland, 1 
would be a happy man, and no doubt a rich one. 

Jona. — (fo Morris)— You will find a chair, sir, at the table here until the 
supper is ready ; are you going north sir ? 

Morris— (startled) —I have not mide up my mind yet which way I will 
go, I am travelling for pleasure and nothing more. 

Jon A. — If it's pleasure you are travelling for you don't seem to have 
much knowledge of the country you have come to, when you carry with 
yon such a heavy portmanteau, we are bad enough here on the border, 
but you will find that the Scottish lads on the other side don't stick upon 
taking a purse and a life at the same time. 

Barber— (Laughing)-- If Rob Roy and his Highland lads get their eyes 
on your portmanteau they will make short work of it, and you too, I can 
tell you. 

MORBIS— (drawing up to the tale and sitting down on his portmanteau) — Ob, 
gentlemen do not frighten me, I am but a poor honest man, and uot worthy 
your jokes, I am poor, very poor, but honest. 

Law iter— Aye they are a wild set of bare legged theives the Scotch, 
and would steal the very teeth out of your bead, if they had any use for 
them. 

Dr.— They are not all alike, I have known some Scotchmen that I could 
trust my life with, they are as a nation true to their King and country. 

Jona. — By the by gentlemen you must keep a bridle on your tongues 
for there is a Scottish gentleman going to sup with us to-night, and you 
must remember, although they are poor, they are very proud, and will not 
stand to be insulted. 

Morris— What sort of gentlemen ? are you sure he is not a Highwayman 
in disguise. 

Jona.— Why, a sort of Scottish gentlemen, for you must know they are 
all gentlemen, though they have not asark to their backs ; bat this is a 
decent fellow, as canny a Sco* as ere crossed Berwiok Bridge, I believe he 
is a dealer in cattle or something of that sort* 

Morris— Let us have his company by all means, I respect the Scotch, 
1 love and honour the nation for their sense of morality and virtue-- (aside) 
Oh, if I could make friends with this Scotch gentlemen, he might take me 
in safety to my journey's end. 

Dr — Wei 1 , 1 lived in Scotland some years while I atteuded College, and I 
never heard of a highway robbery. 

Jona.— That is because they have nothing to lose. 
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ROB ROY. 3 

Enter Rob Rot and Mr Owen d. in f. Owen places a smill saddle-bag on 
the table, and sinks into a chair, evidently great/y fatigued Owen sits on 
L. of the small table, and Rob a. O W£N writes while ROB is speaking. 

Rob— No, do landlord, you're wrang there, it's because the English 
g augers and super visors that you've sent north the Tweed, have taen up 
the trade of theivery over the heads o* the native professors. 

Jona.— (Turning round)— Well said Mr Campbell, ha, ha, I did not think 
thou'dst been so near me, but thou knoweat I am an out-spoken Yorkshire 
tyke, and oan't help it. And how goes markets in the south ? 

Rob — Even in the ordinary way ; wise folk buy and sell, and fools 
are bought and sold.— (To Tarn,)— Lets have a stoup o' your best, aud 
quickly tae. 

T am— Troth will I sir, ye'll be for a dram o' Ferintosh, no doubt, till once 
we get the supper ready. 

Exit TAM and returns with gill- stoup and two glasses. 
Br — Things are mightly changed si nee I knew them, the time is not far 
distant when no party of gentlemen could meet without a broken head, 
or a wound of some kind or another, a Doctor then was a Doctor, and was 
respected as such and could live by bis art ; but since this confounded race 
have got upon the throne, there is nothing but peace and quietuess, every- 
thing is referred to law, as if the law ever did any good for a man. 

OWEN— Oh, my poor bones ! the firm of my constitution has been worse 
shaken than the great house of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane Alley, London 
Young man, do you know a family in this neighbourhood of the name 
OsbRldistone of Osbaldistone Hall. (Rob pours out drink ) 

Tam— Troth do I, it w about twa mile and a bit took to the west of this, 
and uo a bad road : your honour would like to hire, may be ? 

Owen — There is a friend of mine living there st present, I wish this 
message conveyed to him — (Gives letter he has been writing ) 

Tam— I'll send one of the stable lads who will bung you back an answer 
in less time than you can pull off your boots. 

Exeunt Tam B. I. E. 
(The party at large table have the appearance of arguing.) 
Lawyer — You are wrong Doctor, entirely wrong, and dou't seem to know 
what you nre talking about, do you know, sir, it is treason you are talking, 
and we will have none of that here; the government of bis Majesty George 
11, is a pattern to all the world, not only tor its love of order, but its en- 
couragement of the arts, and I say long live King George. 

Barber— No such thing Mr Quotum, no such thing, it is a shabby go- 
vernment and has entirely neglected the arts, look at my art for example, 
why, there are not three good wigs in the whole country ; gentlemen, or 
what ought to be gentlemen, are content to wear their own hair in place 
of a beautiful wig, the government is good for nothing but sending soldiers 
bo annoy decent gentlemen who have the spirit to think for themselves. 

G AUGER— (To Rob)— What say you to ail this, sir, you are a Scotchman, 
md your country must stand up for King George, and law, and ord^r. 1 
ippeal to you sir* 

Dr - (7b ROB)— You are a Scotchman and therefore cannot be a frieud 
.<> arbitrary power. 

(Great noise and confusion, but all isquitt when Rob RoY speaks.) 

B 
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Rob— Gentlemen I have'na much doubt that King George weel deserve* 
the predilection of bis friends, and if he can only hand the grip he hat 
gotten, why, doubtless, he may mak' the ganger there a Commissioner of 
the Revenue, and confer on Mr Quotum, the Lawyer, the preferment of 
Solictor-general, and may alio grant tome good deed or reward to all bfs 
friends and supporters, iocluding this honest gentleman who is sitting upon 
his portmanteau, which he seems to prefer to a chair. 

(Barber and Da laugh, ha, ha, capital. Morris is much agitated. 
Gauges and Lawyer are enraged) 

Rob — And without question King James is also a grateful person, and 
when he gets his hand m plt\, he may, if he so minds, make our friend Dr 
Mixit here chief Physician to his household, and commit his royal beard to 
our friend Latherum the barber. 

(Lawyer and G auger laugh ha, ha, bravo. Barber and DR are enraged.) 

Rob— But as I doubt muckle whether any of the competing Sovereigns 
would give Robin Campbell a toss of aqua-vitm if he stood in noed of it, 
why then I give my vote and interest to good Jonathan Brown, our 
landlord here, to be the Ring and Prince of good fellows, with this condi- 
tion, that he gives ns a bottle at sapper as good as the one he gave last. 

Jona.— Gentlemen that is the proper way to look at politics, but for ali| 
as peaceable a gentleman as Mr Campbell looks, he is no coward I assure 
you, no, no, he is as bold as a lion, for he on one occasion defeated seven 
highwaymen with his single arm, that beset him as he returned from 
Whiison Tryste. 

Rob—- Thou art deceived friend Jonathan, they werebnt barely twa, and 
twa as courtlv looos as ere man could wish to meet withal. 

Morris— (interest a*)— And did you really sir, actually beat two highway- 
men yourself alone. 

Rob— In troth did 1, and I think it no great thing to mak' a sang about. 

MORRIS— (Crosses over to ROB portmanteau in hand)— Upon my word air I 
should be very happy to have the pleasure of your company on my journey, 
I go northward sir, snd I am told there is some danger, not that I have 
anything to lose, tor I am poor, very poor, bnt I have some document* 
which 1 wish to preserve. 

Rob— We can soaroe travel together sir, as you are doubt less well 
mounted, and I, for the present, travel on foot, or on a Highland Sfcelty 
that does not help one much faster forward. 

Morris— Oh sir I will procure you a horse, and sir, I will pay your 
charges if you will only allow me to be your companion on the journey 
northward. (Endeavouring to persuade Rob Rot. 

Enter Tam, a. I. a. 

T am— Supper is ready Mastera. 

Jona.— Ha, ha, now for supper gentlemen, come gentlemen, come Mr 
Campbell. 

Rob— I'll join you in a miuute Mr Jonathan, I have first to say a word 
to my fellow traveller here.— (vointing to Ma Owen.) 

Exeunt R I B all but ROB, Ma OWBN, and Morris. 
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Morris -(to Rob eagerly)— Oh, sir, if you will only consent to allow me to 
accompany you, 1 will reward yon, I will ever stand your debtor, I, I, I — 

Rob— (rwtnp)— It is qnite impossible sir, for 1 have business at Ratli- 
burv. 

MORRIS— (eayer/y)— But lam in no hurry, I can ride out of the way, and 
never •.,!*« a day or so for good company. 

Rob— Upon my faith, sir, 1 cannot render you the servioe you seem 
bo much to desire, I am travelling on my own private affairs, and if vou 
will act by my advice sir, ye will neither unite yourself with an absolute 
stranger on the road, nor communicate your line of journey to tLose who 
are asking ye nae questions about it, you are too communicative sir, con- 
sidering the nature of your trust. 

Mobris— (.4*i<fe)— Oh if he should suspect it. What trust ? I have no 
trust, no one would[trust me. What, what' do you mean? — (Aside) — Should 
be discover, all is lost. 

Rob— I only meant that you seem a thought too rash in conferring the 
honour of your company on those who desire it not, in other words, your 
coat is better than your breeding, or you would hardly detain me, pressing 
your company, when you see my friend waits me here. (Pointing to Owen.) 

MORRIS — (Turning away) -Oh dear, Oh dear, — (aside) — 1 shall never get 
to my journey's end, every one seems to suspect me, and if I should lose 
the money and documents which the Government has entrusted me t » eon- 
vey to the Commander-in-Chief of his Majesty's Forces in Scotland, 1 shall 
also lose my appointment in the excise, and thereby be mined for lite. 

Exeunt holding his portmanteau R. I. E. 

ROB— (sits down) — Weel, fellow-traveller, how does our Scotch whisky 
agree with your English stomach t for this has crossed the borders. — 
{Looking at it.) 

Owbn- -Thank you, sir, thank you— it cheers the body, but it cannot 
raise the spirit. I'm quite below par, as, we say in the oity. 

Rob— Try it again,, man, it's recommended for sueh complaints. 

Owen— 1 hope Mr Francis Osbaldistone will make haste— yet 1 have a 
sad tale to tell him. 

Rob Osbaldistone ! I know something of that family, sir, and if there's 
anything I can serve you in, you may command me. 

Owbn — You are yery kind, sir, but it is far beyond your help. 

Rob— Perhaps not. Will you trust me with the matter ? 

Owen— Surely I will, sir. The affairs of the great commercial and 
banking house of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane Alley, London, are no secret 
by this time. All public aa the Oazette ; that. 1 should live to see it, and 
to say it 1 Oh dear. 

Rob— Come, come, there's nought so bad but what may be mended, 
Let's hear the business that brings you to. the Border. 

Owen— It's a long account, sir ; but I'll sum it up by the shortest rules. 
Tou must know, sir, that my name is Owen, .1 am head clerk and junior 
partner of the house of Osbaldistone aud Co., Crane Alley, London ; and I 
am now on my way to Glasgow, to recover certain papers which have been 
taken — stolen, I am afraijl, in the absence of the head of the firm. 

ROB— Stolen I *»y whom f 

Owen— By his nephew, Mr Rashleigh, who has for some time past been 
in our employ. 
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Rob— Rashleigh ! I know— I remember, the son of S*r Hildebrnnd, of 
the Hall here, who was said to have gone to London to fill au appointment 
in some commercial house. 

Owen— The same, air. Sir Hildebrand and his sons are taken op on 
suspicion of treasonable practices— (Rob darto)— It's an awful balance that 
they have to strike. 

Rob— But how happened it that this son, this Mr Francis you talk of, 
was not left in charge of his fathers affairs, rather than the nephew, Rash- 
leigh ? 

Owbn — Ah, air, there lies all the mischief! Mr Francis loathed the 
counting-house, worse than I loathe a bankruptcy. While his father was 
making money, he was making poetry ; and so his father, sir, being a 
stem man, said that his nephew Riahleigh should take Mr Frank's place ; 
for he would never ask his only child a second time, to be the partner of 
his fortunea and affections. Oh dear ! 

Rob— Well, sir ; but what motive could induce Ibis Rashleigh to betray 
a trust which, for his own interest, one would naturally suppose he would 
be most faithful to ? 

Owen — I suspect to aid some political purpose, whereby, at the expense 
of honour and conscience, he expects to make a larger per oentage of worldly 
profit. He knew that to shake the house of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane 
Alley, was to alarm the Government. The cash he took was no hart ; 
»>ut the assets — the assets, sir ; however, I'll not give them up, for I know 
Rashleigh has oome north, and is at present in Glasgow, a town in Scotland, 
perhaps you know it, sir ? 

Rob— I do.— (aside)— North indeed ! Umph ! he's a ounning ohield that 
Rashleigh, he'll be too cunning for himself at last, 1 fear. A false friend, 
Mr Owen, never yet served a good cause, so take heart, my friend* 
* Owen — You say true, sir, such people are as variable as the course of 
exchange. But when we reach Glasgow, sir, perhaps you can assist my 
inquiries. 

Rob— I— 111 meet you there, Mr Owen. I just recollect a small matter 
of business that I have to do jo this neighbourhood.— (rising, aside) —I mast 
to Osbaldistone Hall ; Rashleigh has been there, no doubt ; and Sir Fred- 
erick Vernon may wish to speak with me. Til meet you at Glasgow, Mr 
Owen. 

Owen — Heaven help me 1 I shall never live to balance an account there 
without a companion or guide. I never was ten miles from Crane Alley 
before in all my days. 

Rob— Pooh, man 1 tbere's nothing to fear. Where shall I hear of yon ? 

Owen— At Messrs MaoVittie and MaoFin's, in the Gallowgate, sir. We 
have another agent, one Mr Nicol Jarvie, in the Saltmarket, but I cant 
depend upon htm. 

Rob -Fa re ye weel, Mr Owen— (Shake hands)— Rashleigh in the north ! 
then the heather will soon be on fire. — (aside and going up.) 

Enter Tam D. F. 

Tam — Here's the Squire to speak wi' ane Mr Owen. 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE, D. in F.— after he enters ROB ROT Exits 
hastily, unperceived fry him, D in F. 
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Fbancis— Owen, my excellent, kind friend ! 

Owen— 0, Mr Frank ! O, Mr Osbaldistone ! such news \— {wiping his 
eye*)— Bat why did you never answer our letters— mine and your good 
father's f 

rBANCis— Letters I I bare never yet received one. I have written 
repeatedly, and have been astonished at receiving no reply 

Owen— O, Lord ! no letters ! O, my stars ! no letters ! then they 
have been intercepted. How has your poor father been deceived 1 O, 
Mr Francis, what have yon not to answer for ? But that's past now— its 
all 07er ! 

Francis- Good Heavens ! my father, he is ill— dead ? 
Owen -No, no, not so bad as that ! thank Heaven, his day-book is still 
open, but his affairs are in worse confusion than my poor brain — Ob, 
dear I 

Francis— Explain yourself, I beseech you, and in terms less technical. 
Owen — Well, well, the sum total is, that your cousin Rashleigh, taking 
advantage of my good master's absence in Holland, has absconded with 
papers of such consequence to ourselves and the Government, that unless we • 
can recover them, or get help from our agents by a certain day, the house 
of Osbaldistone and Co., Crane Alley, London, is in the bankrupt list, as 
sare as the Gazette ! 

Fbanow — Gracious Heavens ! my folly and disobedience then have 
ruined my father ! Tell me how shall I redeem the consequence of my 
, error f 

Owen— Ob, Mi Frank, you raise my heart ten per oent. to hear you talk 
in that way. Repair to Glasgow, and assist my poor endeavours. Though 
yon understand little, I grieve to say of debtor and oreditor, you thoroughly 
understand, I rejoice to tell it, the great fundamental principle of all 
moral accounting— the great ethio rule of three— Let A do to B as he woold 
have B do to him, and the product will give the rule of conduct re- 
quired. 

Fbanois— It shall, it must be so— this very hour Fll bid adieu to the 
enchantress, who still must rule my destiny, and seek this destroyer, this 
traitor, Rashleigh ! Set forward, Owen, instantly— by the time you have 
made the necessary inquiries at Glasgow, I shall be with you. Oh, Diana ! 
must we then part f 

Owen— Diana ! Ah, love, love I I thought so— never knew a man open 
an account with him, but his affairs got into confusion. I never had any 
dealings with him in all my life. It's more dangerous, Mr Francis, than 
meddling with contraband goods. But I've beard of the consignment — 
to Miss Diana Vernon, beat affections ! Item, heart I Item, honour I Item 
— Oh, Mr Francis, look at the per contra, expenses, wife, large family, 
blank! ruin! Ob, dear! 

Exit R. 1 K. 

SONG,— AIR-" Low down in the broom." 

O my love's like the red, red rose, 

That's newly sprung in June, 
O my love's like the melody, 

That's sweetly played in tune. 
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As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in love am 1 ; 
And I will love thee still, my dear, 

Tho' a' the sea* gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And rocks melt wi' the Bon ; 

And I will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands of life shall ran. 

But fare thee weel, my only love, 
And fare thee weel awhile ! 

And I will come again, my love, 
Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile. 



Exit D. F 



SCENE II.— The Library of Osbaldistone Half, moveable panel, I*. 
Enter Sir FREDERICK VERNON, R, dressed in the style of Charles I, in armour, £c. 

Sir Fred.— I thought I heard the signal as if some friend were near, or is 
it my too eager mind counting the minutes, hours? — {knocking hear don panel}— 
1 was not mistaken — {opens a panel, L ) 

Enter Rob ROY, disguised as a Priest by panel, L. 

Rob — Heaven defend your Excellence, I am the bearer of important news 
that will make your heart right glad, here is a list of the names of gentle- 
men, lords and nobles, who have joined our cause in the south*— (gives paper) 
— and every one will bring a hundred horsemen in his train. 

Sir Fred.— (reflr<fe)—Derwentwatters, Foster, Lord Waddrington, Patten 
Standish, all, all men of loyalty and honour and of such importance that 
we cannot longer delay or keep tbem in suspense ; how goes it with yon in 
the north ? 

Rob— Right well, and so it may, for a cousin of my own, M'Gregor of 
Balhaldie, with a chosen band of right good fellows, have undertaken to 
capture Edinburgh Castle as soon as the moon admits of it* 

Sl% Fred. — And is loyalty still as strong in the Highlands ? Are the 
heads of the Clans as true as ever 1 

Rob— They are. But your Excellence will have heard, no doubt, that 
Rashleigh has returned to Scotland, and taken with him his employers bills 
andmooeytoa great amount, in consequence of which the house of Os- 
baldistone & Co., will become bankrupt, and will not be able to meet the 
bills 'they have granted to our gentlemen in the north for wood and wool, 
which fail doe in a short time, and which have been all discounted by 
met chants in Glasgow and the West. If these bills are not paid, the mer- 
chant comes upon the Highland lairds, wha hae deil a bawbee to spare, 
and will ill like to gie up what has already been spent. 

Sir Fred —And the result wilt be 

Rob — They will become dissatisfied, and will rise in hundreds j already 
M'Pherson, Nairn, sn<l the noble Earl of Mar, have requested your Highness 
to name the day ; so please delay no longer. 

Sir Fred.— It shall be so. 
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Rob— And when that day shall come, the gallant Moray and the bon- 
neted Chiefs shall deseend like a whirlwind, and spread to the breeze the 
standard of King James, then will your Highness say, that Robin Camp* 
bell spake troth when he said there were twenty thousand loyal hearts in 
tbe Highlands. 

Sib Fred. — Brave mountaineer, your services shall be rewarded. Here 
is a packet, convey it to tbe Earl of Mar, he will therein find instructions 
ho w to proceed. —( gives kttor)— I expected a messenger from France to-night, 
and if his Majesty will only give his consent, then the blow shall be struck. 

Rob — I ask for no reward, my Lord ; but simply justice. A cruel law 
has deprived me of the lands on which my fathers dwelt. My race and 
name have been proscribed ; our very cattle own another master ; and, 
were there justice under heaven, or were it left to them and me alone, this 
should not be 5 but tbe servants of King George are powerful t so when he 
in St Germans stands in St James's, Robin Campbell will expeet his ain 
again, that is the only reward I ask for. 

Sib Fred.—. This I promise you. But I am concerned about your person- 
al safety. Should your steps be traced to this mansion, the suspicion that 
already hangs over the house 

Rob— Fear nothing for me, my lord, there are few will recognise 
Robin Campbell in this garb. No, no, my profession may be black enough 
but its far frae clerical. 

Sir Fred.— You cannot be too cautious in your visits, for, were it not 
tbat Father Vaughan is a tolerated person, I could find little safety here. 

Rob— At Jonathan Brown's hostlery, where I am for the time being, 
there is a creature named Morris, a gauger, from Greenock, who is, I well 
know, in possession of large sums oi money and papers ; he is a Government 
spy on his way with instructions to the Commander-in-Chief, in Scotland. 
Would it not be well that possession should be taken of them in tbe name 
of King James ? 

Sir Fred The papers, no doubt, will be valuable to us. 

Rob — And the money will be no less so, and I know them that will re- 
lieve him of both, and not let their conscience trouble them about it. 

Sir Fred.— Away then, and success attend you ; but be careful that your 
steps are not watched, as it might ruin all and reveal my place of conceal- 
ment. Some one approaches 1 

Rob — There is little fear of that, for no one would recognise me in 
the abandoned habits of a priest. 

Exeunt L panel. 

Enter DlAHA VERNON, and MARTHA attending, B. 1 E. 

Sir Fred— (c.)— Remember, Diana, my instructions. We are sur- 
rounded by dangers, which will require all your prudence to avert. 'Tis 
evident your cousin Francis suspects the visit of a stranger to these apart- 
ments 5 and though this dress, resembling that of your ancestor's portrait, 
has hitherto enabled me to impose on the weak minds of the domestics, his 
penetration may discover who and what I am before the plans are matured, 
on which my hopes of future happiness now entirely rest. 

Diana— (B.)- RHy on my discretion, sir ! You may with safety. 

Martha — (L , advancing with a cloak, resembling that of a Catholic prirst, 
and giving it to SlB Fbedbhick)— Indeed Sir Frederick— I beg pardou, raiiu?r 
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Vaughan, I mean your "reveranoe his nothing to fear, though you are a 
Catholic and J icobite. There is not a soul in the place, myself excepted, 
that dVe stir a foot towards this part of the house after nightfall. 

Sir Fred.— -I repeat, it is not from them I fear detection ; the character 
I openly bear, of co feasor to Miss Vernon, is a sufficient security ; bat re- 
member, Diana, Francis Oabaldistone and his father are firm adherents ol 
the present government ; and should he discover me, or the purpose which 
renders my concealment in this part of the country necessary, it might be 
fatal to the cause of Scotland and ourselves. 

Diana.- Bat my cousin is a roan of honourable and affectionate feelings ; 
he would never betray yon, sir. 

Sib Fred. — You mean he -would never sacrifice his love in the peraon of 
Diana Vernon. Subdue those reflections, my child, for the sake of yonr 
future peace of mind — annihilate them, while it is yet in your power ^ think 
that you are devoted to a cloister, or the betrothed bride of Raahleigb 
Oabaldistone. 

Exit at panel, L. 

Diana— You^n-vy leave me now, Martha. When my cousin Francis ar- 
rives, say I wish to speak, with him hero. 

Exit Martha, l. 

The bride of Rashleigh ! never, never 1 any lot rather than that— the con* 
vent, the jail, the grave 1 I must act as becomes the descendant of a noble 
ancestry 1 Yet how preferable is the lot of those whose birth and situation 
neither renders them meanly dependant, nor raises them to the difficulties 
and dangers which too .often accompany wealth and grandeur. (Song.) 

Aib— JOCK (V HAZELDEAN. 

Why weep ye by the tide lady, 

Why weep ye by the tide ? 
I'll wed you to my youngest son, 
' And ye shall be his bride. 
And ye shall be his bride, lady, 

Sae comely to be seen, <*. 

But aye she loot the tears down fa 1 '"*• 

For Jock o' Hazeldean. 

" Now let this wilful grief be done, 

And dry thy cheek so pale ; 
Young Frank is chief of Errington, 

And lord of Lingley dale ; 
His step is first in peaceful ha' 

His sword in battle keen ;" . 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock o' Hazeldean. 

" A chain of gold ye shall not lack, 

Nor braid to bind your hair, 
Nor mettled bounds, nor manag'd hawk 

Nor palfry fresh and fair ; 
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And yon the foremost o' them a' 

Shall ride our forest queen ;" 
But aye she loot the tears down fa' 

For Jock o' Haaeldean. 

The kirk was deck'd at morning tide, 

The tapers glimmerM fair ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride, 

And dame and knight are there. 
They sought her both by bow'r and ha/ 

The lady was nae seen ; 
She's o'er the border and awa' 

Wi' Jock o' Haaeldean. 

Enter MARTHA, L. introducing FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE, and exit, L. 1 E. 

Francis— Diana, you sent for me. 

Diana — Yes, Frank, it was to bid you farewell. Suppress your amaae- 
ment while I tell you that I am acquainted with the distresses which the 
treachery of Rashleigh has brought upon your father. 

Francis— How in the name of Heaven I since but within these few 
minutes 1 myself was informed ? 

Diana— Ask me no questions I have it not in my power to reply to. 
Fate has involved me in such a series of nets and entanglements, that I 
dare hardly speak a word, for fear of consequences* You must meet, and 
obviate the difficulties this blow has occasioned. 
Francis— And how is that possible ? 

Diana— Everything is possible to him who possesses courage and activity 
Francis— What do you advise. 
Diana— Quit this place instantly, and for ever ? 
Francis— Diana ! 

Diana— You have only one friend to regret, and she has long been accus- 
tomed to sacrifice her friendships and comforts to the welfare of others. 
{Turning round she sees SlR FRRD. at tapestry panel L., he motions to her angrily 
she falters, he disappears, 

Francis— What alarms you ? Ha I I thought— 

Diana— It is nothing. Repair instantly to Glss?ow, take with you An- 
drew the Sootoh gardener who will guide you on your way. 

Francis— Such was my intention; but if Rashleigh has really formed the 
scheme of plundering his benefaotor and disturbing the state, what pros- 
pect is there that I can find means of frustrating a plan so deeply laid and 
in a strange country too? 

Diana— Stay I— Yes I will insist upon it. Do not leave this room till I 
return. 

Exit R. 1, E 

Francis — She baa then a confederate, a friend— perhaps a lover ! Every- 
thing confirms it— the light from these windows which I have seen at 
unusual times— the footsteps which I have traced in the morning's dew, 
from the private entrance to the apartment beneath this library— the re- 
port, too, of apparitions— a thousand circumstances tend to confirm my 
suspicions. But she comes. 
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Re-enter Diana* with a packet b;1e. 

Diana — Frank, I trust you with this proof of my friendship, bernou 
have the most perfect honou* in your confidenc * If I understand the natnr 
of this business rightly, the funds in Rashleigu's possession must bf re- 
covered by a certain day ; take this packet, but do not open it till all otW 
means fail. Ten days before the bills are due, you are at liberty to brr; 
the seal. 

Francis— It hns no superscription. 

Diana — If you are compelled to open it, you will nod directions enclosed 

Francis— And now, Diana, after the mysterious, but kind interest p 
have shown to my worldly affairs, relieve my heart, by explaining 

Diana — I can explain nothing. Oh, Frank ! we are now to part, perhar 
never to meet more ; do not, then, make my mysterious miseries embitt< 
the last moments we may pass together in the world. Away from me, yo 
may find a being less encumbered by unhappy appearenoes, less inflaeoce 
by evil fortunes, and evil times. 

Francis— Never, never ! the world can afford me nothing to repay « 
loss of her I must leave behind me. 

DUET.— Air,-." Roy's Wife of Aldivalloeh." 

Smiles may light our loves to-morrow, 

Doom'd to part! my faithful heart, 

A gleam of joy from Hope shall borrow. 

Ah ! ne'er forget when friends are near, 
This heart alone is thine, {jj^®^ 
Thou may'st find those will love thee dear, 
But not a love like mine, {^iona 6 ** 

Tho' you leave, &c. 
Exeunt Diana, r., Francis, l 



SCENE 111.-7%* Gardens at Osbaldistone Hall— by moonlight, 
A cottage, R, 2 E. ANDREW Fairservice heard within. 

Air — We'el ne'er hae Peace till Jamie comes llama 

Andrew — Ob there is nought in the Highlands but svbous and leeks, 
And long legged gillies gane wanting the breeks ; 
Gane wanting the breeks, and without bose or shoon, 
There will never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Enter ANDREW from cottage, and Fran CIS. L. 2 E, 
Francis— The gardener seems happy although lonely. Good evening, 
my friend ; fine weather for your work. 
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Andrew It's no that muckle to complain o' ; but gude safe as, it's a sight 

for ssir een to see a gokUlaeed waistcoat in the gardens o' Osbaldistone Ha*. 

Francis — Is it then such a wonder ? How, there are plenty here. 

Andrew— They have other things to do with them up in the Ha' yonder 
—unbuttoning them to mak' room for the beef and plum puddings, and the 
claret wine, nae doubt, for that's the ordinary for the evening lecture on this 
side o' the border. 

Francis — Is there not snob plenty of good cheer in your country, my 
good friend, as to tempt you to sit late at dinner? 

Andrew— Hoot sir* ye ken little aboot Scotland, it's no for the want o' 
guid meat, for we hae the best o' fish, flesh, and fowl and sybous, ingins, 
*neepa/ and other garden fruit, forbye the haggis, and the bonny girdle 
cakes. But we hae mair sense and discretion, and are moderate <? our 
months, and no like the pock puddings in the south here, that would eat 
till tbey hurst. 

Francis— Are you as temperate with your liquors, as you are of your 
meat t 1 have heard otherwise. 

Andrew — It's no for me to say that we are scrimped o' ony thing ; but 
III say this, a wee drap o' our drink gangs a lang way, for this reason that 
they are real good, the twopenny yell is a delicious drink, and the aqua- 
vitae is most splendid, and as for the Ferintosb, it's no for folk in good 
health to drink, it is a cordial for a death- bed. 

Francis— 1 have no doubt tbey are all as good as you say, or tbey would 
not be so highly appreciated, and I will very soon have an opportunity 'of 
testing the truth of your report, for I intend being in Scotland in a few 
days, so I beg a truce to your glowing description for the present, as I wish 
to know whither you can direct me the nearest way to a town in your 
country of Scotland called Glasgow. 

Andrew— A town they ca' Glasgow, Glasgow's a city man, and has been 
a city for hundreds of years, it has a College and a Cathedral, and much 
cause the Glasgow folk hae to be proud o' the Cathedral, for they rose up 
wi' sword in hand, and saved it at the Reformation, when the ither 
toons got theirs dung down. O I ken Glasgow, it lies weel sheltered on 
the bonny banks o' the flowing Clyde, and is it the way to Glasgow ye 
were sneering if I kent ? What should ai'l me to ken it, it's no that far 
frae my ain parish of Dreepdaily, that lies a bittook further to the west ; 
but what may your bonoor he paun to Glasgow for? 

Francis— On particular private business. 

Andrew — That's as muckle as to say, speer nae questions and 111 tell 
ye nae lees. To Glasgow ? lam thinking ye wad be the better o' some 
ane to show yon the road in place o' telling ye. 

Francis— Certainly if 1 could meet with aoy person going that way. I 
would reward them. 

Andrew — And your honour doubtless wad consider the time and trouble 
and ony little outlay, 

Francis — Unquestionably; my business is pressing and if you can find 
any guide to accompany me I'll pay him handsomely. 

Andrew — And if its no an impertauent question, I wad speer what ye 
wad be content to gi'e to ane that wad bear ye pleasant company on the 
road, an' tell ye the names o' the gentlemen's and noblemen's seats and 
castles, and count their kin to ye, and when ye get to Glasgow show ye 
a' the streets frae the Drygate to the Broomielaw. 
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Francis -I tell you, all I want to know is the road I mast travel, I will 
pay the fellow to his satisfaction — I will give him anything to reason. 

Andrew— -Ony thing is nothing, and this lad that I am speaking o' kens 
a' t he short outs, and the queer bye-paths through the hills and — and , 

Francis— I have no time to talk about it, Andrew, so you make ike 
bargain for me in your own way. 

Andrew — Aha, that's speaking to the purpose, I am thinking, smog it be 
sae, that Til he the lad that will guide you to Glasgow myeell. 

Francis — You sir ! how will you get away from your employment, what 
will Sir Hi Ider brand say to this ? 

Andrew— I tell'd your honour awhile syne, that it was lang since I had 
been thinking o' flitting, maybe as lang as frae the first year I cam' to 
Osbaldistone Ha', an' now [ am <>' the mind to gang in guid earnest, 
" Better soon as syne," " better a finger atf as aye waggling," there are monj 
things that I dislike here forbye tbe bogle. 

Francis— What bogle f I do not understand you. 

Enter Rob from behind the Hall, L. dressed as a Priest , Francis starts, 
draws his sword % ANDREW takes offhs bonnet and falls on his knees. 

Rob— Benedicite, benedieite, {hastily exit a.) 

Andrew — That's the bogle your honour. 

Francis— Does it always appear at this hour, and is it always the same ? 
(Thovght fully, looking after Rob ) 

Andrew— O no, it's some times soon, and some times late, it some times 
gangs fast, and some times slow, it's some times big, and some times wee, its 
no twa nights alike. 

Francis— {aside) — This then is Diana's mysterious visitor, calm your 
fears my friend, it is said this is Father Vaughan, Miss Vernon's confessor. 

ANDREW— Then she keeps short count wi' her conscience, for he is devill- 
ish often here, and that's ane o' the things that mat's me leave this place 
and gang wi' ye. 

Francis— You leave your service then—but will you not lose your wage?. 

ANDREW — Nae doubt there will be a certain loss ; but doubtless your 
honour will consider my risk of loss when we get to Glasgow j and ye'ii 
be setting out forthwith 1 

Francis —By day- break ; in the morning you will meet me at the head 
of the avenue, and then adieu to Osbaldistone Hail and all I hold dear. 

Lxith. 1 e. 

Andrew — A wee], this is the sudd en est flit tog I e'er had ony connec- 
tion wi' ; but where am I to find a horse 1 Ab, that's a puazler, — I have it, 
there's a bit guid nag standing idle in the stable, that be lang 8 tae ane o' the 
keeper lads, bo he mune jist tack his shanks, while I lack his horse, and 
he'll feel the mair independent. But what am 1 to do for .the loss o* my 
wages, let me see now— I hae siller o' the Laird's m iriy h?nds that I took 
for the apples in the auld Orchard, and a sair bargain the folk had that 
bought them — a wheen green trash, and yet they paid as much for them 
as if they bad been a' gouden pippins,— and then there's the siller for the 
seeds, I am thinking that the wage will be in a manner decently made up, 
so its a grand thing when a body can reconcile their actions wi' their inter- 
ests. So hye for bonny Scotland, my ain auld mitber, my return will creat 
as great a Btir as that o' Donald Caird. {Song.) 
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DONALD CURD'S COME AGAIN. 
Words by Scott. Old Air—" Carl now the King's come.' 
Donald Caird can lilt and ging. 
Blithely dance the Highland fling, 
Drink till the godeman be blind, 
Fieech till the gudewtfe be kind ; 
Hoop, a leglin, clout a pan, 
Or crack a pow wi* ony man : 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird's come again. 

Donald Caird's come again ! 
Donald Caird's come again! 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird's come again. 

Donald Caird can drink a gill 
. - Fast as hostler-wife can fill ; 
Ilka ane that sells gude liquor 
Kens how Donald bends a bicker : 
Wben he's fou he's stout and saucy, 
Keeps the can tie o' the cawsey ; 
Hieland chief and Lawland laird 
Maun gae room to Donald Caird ! 

Donald Caird's come again ! 
Donald Caird's come again I 
* Tell the news in brugh and glen, . 
Donald Caird's come again. 

Steek the amrie, lock the kist, 
Else some gear may weel be mis't ; 
Donald Caird finds orra things 
Where Allan Gregor fand the tangs z 
Dunts of kebbuck, tails o' woo, 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow, » 
Webs or duds frae hedge or yard— 
'Ware the wuddie, Donald Caird 1 

Donald Caird s como apain ! 
Donald Caird's come again ! 
Dinna let the Shirra ken 
Donald Caird's come agian. 

On Donald Caird the doom was stern, 
Craig to tether, legs to aim ; 
But Donald Caird, wi' mickle stuily, 
Caught the gift to cheat the wuddie ; 

5"?, g8 .. of airn » and bolt8 of steel, 
tell like ice frae hand and heel 1 
Watch the sheep in fauld and glen, 
Donald Caird's como again I 



c 
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Donald Caird's come again t 
Donald Caird's come again ! 
Dinna let the Justice ken, 
Donald Caird's come again. 

Exit into cottage, B. 2 E. 



SCENE IV— ^1 Room in Bailie Nicol Jarvie's House in Glasgow. 
Enter BAILIE, and SAUNDERS WTLIE, L. 

Bailie — My conscience ! I tell ye, Saunders, ye're daft — ye're mad ! 
Osbaldiftone and Co. in danger ! It's no possible ! 

WfgjR.— It's very true. Bailie, and ['thought it but right to let you, my 
aulH minster, ken o't 

Bailie— Troth, Saunders, ye've stunned me wi' the evil communication. 
haldiotone and Co. fail ? Stop!— My conscience 1 Mattie ! {catting off, r) 

Wtlie— Maister Owen, the head clerk and junior partner, has been »t 
our house wi' the news, an' begging for time to tak' up the b'lls. 

Bailie — Owen ! I remember — he's a man o' figures — a man o* calculation ; 
an* if he talks o' ruin, by my soul, its no far aff ! Bat what for did he no 
oa' upon Nieol Jarvie ? I'm a merchant an' a magistrate, as weel as Mar- 
Vittie ; »«ut he thinks nae mair o' me, I reckon, than o' an aold Scotch ped- 
lar. Mattie, Mattie, Mattie ! 

Enter MATTIE, e. 
Tell the clerk to brinff the ledger. 

Mattie— The clerk ! Lord, bailie ! he's safe in hi> bed these twa hours. 

Bailie— A -bed, the lazy blackguard ! Then fetch it yourself Mattie. 

Mattie— Fee do your bidding, Bailie.- * Exit MaTTIE, B. 

Bailie— M? conscience ! I havena had sican a shock since my worthy 
faith er, the Deacon, (peace be wi' him) left me to feeht my way alane in this 
wicked warld.- But whtft says MacVittie — will he grant "the time f 

Wtlie— No a day, Mr Jarvie — no an hour. Things look sae bad, I fear 
my employers mean to resort to the severest measures. I beard them talk 
o' arresting Maister Owen ; so you had best look to yourael', in fact, 1 be- 
lieve he is fast in the Tolbootb. 

Enter MaTTIE with the ledger, R. » 

Bailie— Look to mysel'! let me look at the ledger first,— {putting on hit 
spectacles, and opening it eagerly). L — M — N— O— Os — Oaba. — as Tm a 
Bailie, the balance maun l»e enormous — but I havena the heart to run it up 
the noo — (returning the ledger to Mattib)— How muckle is MacVittie in w» 
them. Saunders ? 

Wtlie — I canna just say, Bailie ; but some hundreds* 

Bailie— Hundreds ! only hundred* ! Damn their supple snouts! And 
would they oppress a fa'mg mm for the sake o' hundreds — they that feae 
made thoosands by him ? Your maiatera, Saunders Wylie, hae taen m0 F\J. 
a gude fat job frae between my teeth j but I'll suap them this turn— 1 " 
snao them tl is turn! 

Wyub — I wish you could, B «ilir — I wish yon could. Ah ! I made a s» ,r 
change when I left you to serve twa sic infernal 
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Bailie— Whist ! 8aunders, whist I while you est their bread, dinna abuse 
the damoM scoundrels ahint their backs. 

Wylie — Ye have a kind heart, Mr Jarvie, and an honest ane too. 

Bailie— My conscience I so had my worthy faiiher the Deacon, Saunders 
— rest and bless him ! 

W tub— Wad ye be pleased to consult on this business wi* our partners , si r ? 

Bailie — No ; 111 see them baith damn'd first — My conscience ! that is, 
a man that meddles wi* pitch is sure to be defiled. I'd sooner baud a parley 
wi' Auld Clootie I Na, na ; Niool Jarvie has a way o' bis ain to manage 
this matter. Gang your ways, Mattie, wi' that huge memorial o* misfor- 
tunes, and bring my walking gear, an' the lantern. Exit Mattie, b. 
As for you, Saunders, speed ye bame again, an' no a word that ye hae seen 
me. Exit Wyub, L. 
Osbaldistone and Co., stop 1 My conscience ! I'd sooner has dreamed o' the 
dounfa' o' the Bank o' Lunoon ! Why, its eneogh to gar the very hairs o' 
my wig rise, and stand on end ! but the distress cannot be permanent. At 
ony rate I'se prove mysel 1 a friend, and if the house regains its credit, I shall 
recover my loss ; and if no, why I hae done as I would be done by, like my 
worthy faither the Deacon, gude man— blessings on his memory, say I, that 
taught me gude will towards my fellow-creatures. 

Enter Mattie, r, decked out for walking, with a plaid— her apron pinned 
"ft 4"c, and beating the Bailie's tartan cloak, hat, muffler, lantern, bas- 
ket, bottle, 6*c. 

Mattie*— I've brought your gear, sir ; but, gude safe us ! whaur wad ye 
be gaun tae, at such a time o' night 1—(She helps him onwith his cloak ) 

Bailie — Ye'H sune ken that, Mattie, for ye maun e'en tramp alang wi' me, 
and carry the lanievn. I wadna like to be breaking my shins in the dark 
just now : for, truth to speak, I had never mair occasion to stand firm on 
°-y leg*> baith at hame and abroad. Now, gi'e us the beaver, lassie. 

Mattie — Weel 1 to think o' puttiog on olaise when ye suld be takin' 
them aff, an' scampering abroad, when you suld be gaun to your bed ! 

Bailie— "Time and tide wait for nae man," Mattie. 

Mattie — But whaur are ye gan tae, Bailie ? 

Bailie— To mony places that I'd as lief bide awa fcae. 

Mattie — Now wrap this napkin about your thxapple. — (Ties a handkerchief 
round his neck, ) 

Bailie— Ye're a kind-hearted lassie, Mattie, 

Mattie— There, leave a wee bit room foryour mou\ 

Bailie— (aside) — I wonder what she's gaun tae dae wi' my mou'.— (Stroking 
hit chin), 

Mattie— Ye maun needs hae a drap o' the cordial your faither, the Dea- 
con, was sae fond o' 5— he aye liked to pree the cordial.— (Fills out a half 
glass) 

Bailie— Rest and bless him ! sae he did ; and sae do I too, Mattie ; but 
Mattie, my faither, the Deacon, didna like such a wee drap as thAt- (she Jills 
*P the glass —he drinks)— You're a gude-tempered soul, Mattie, and a bonnie 
lass too. Ye're come o' gude kith and kin, Mattie— the Laird o' Li miner- 
fields cousin — only seven times removed. — (Mattie is taking away the bottle) 
—Stay, you may bring the bottle wi' you, Mattie, and tuck yoursel' under 
my arm— there's nae disgrace in a Bailie walking hand in arm wi' ane o* 
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gentle bloid— Sae, borne your ways, Mattie. Osbaldistone and Co — Stm> ! 
My conscience ! Exeunt L. 



SCENE V. — The Old Bridge of Glasgow by moonlight, lights seen on tht 
Opposite Shore. 
Enter Francis Osb ldistone and Andrew Fairservice, l. u. e, with 
riding whips in their hands as if from a journey. 

Andrew — (drunk) — Weel, sir, thanks to the paid guidance o* Andrew, 
here ye are in Glasgow, spite o* the bogles and bad ways ; and we hare had 
plenty o' them since we crossed the Border. 

Francis — Was it the bogles or the brandy that made yon ride at such an 
infernal pace f You ire half drunk, vou scoundrel— but get yon gone- 
see the horses taken care of, and order something for my supper ; while its 
preparing I shall walk here upon the bridge. 

ROB Rot muffled in a cloak, and unarmed, appears at the back, from L., but 
seeing ANDREW, retires, R, 

Andrew — A walk^by moonlight after a lang ride, is but cauld comfort 
for s»ir banes; but your honour kens best. — (nside) — He's craek- brained, 
and cockle-headed, wi* his poetry nonsense 4 he'd sooner by half chatter to 
Miss Verncn, than hear a word o' sense frae a sober steady chield like my- 
ser ; sie 111 awa down tae Lucky Fotheringham, an* see if I can meet in 
wi* ony horse- con per body that will buy the keeper's horse, for if I dinna 
get quit o' him, he'll soon eat his tail aff. Exit t. 1 e. 

Francis— Tis now too late to learn tidings of poor Owen, or inquire the 
residence of my father's agents. Bitter reflection ! All this I might ha»e 
prevented by a trifling sacrifice of the foolish pride and indolence which re- 
coiled from sharing the labours of his honourable profession. 

Enter ROB ROY, R. U. E. 

Rob — (c.) Mr Osbaldistone, yon are in danger. 

Francis -(r. c ) From whom ?— (starting) 

Rob— Follow me, and you shall know. 

Francis — I must first know your name and purpose. 

Rob — I «m a man, and my purpose friendly. 

Francis — That is too brief a description. 

Rob — It will serve for him who has no other to give. He that is with- 
out name, without friend, without coin, and without country, is at least 
a man ; and he that has all these, is no more. Follow me, or remain with- 
out the information which I wish to afford you. ' 

Francis— Can you not give it me here f 

Rob — No, you must receive it from your own eyes, not from my month. 
What is it you fear ? To whom thiua you, is your life of such consequence 
that they should seek to bereave you of it. 
Francis— I fear nothing — walk on, I attend you. 

Rob — Yet if you knew who was by your side, you might feel a trernour. 
Francis— (aside)— The spirit of Rashleigh seems to hover round me — yet 
'tis neither his form nor voice. 
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Rob — Would you not fear the consequence of being found with one 
whose very name, whispered in this lonely street, would make the 
pfoues themselves rise up to apprehend him ? on whose head the men of 
Glasgow would build their fortunes, as on a found treasure'! had they the 
luck to lay their hand upon his collar — the sound of whose downfall 
were as welcome at the Cross of Edinburgh, as the news of a battle fought 
and won ! 

Francis— Who are you then, whose name should create such terror f 

Rob — No enemy of yours, since at great risk, I am conveying you to a 
plnce where, if I myself were recognized and identified, iron to the heels, 
a»»d hemp to the throat, would be my brief dooming. 

Francis— You have said either too much or too -little to induce me to 
confide in you.— (ROB makes a step towards him : he draws back and lays his 
hand on his sword,) 

Rob— What ! on an unarmed man, and your friend ? 

Francis — I am yet ignorant if you are either one or the other. 

Rob— Well, 1 respect him whose hand can keep bis head. I love a free 
joung blood, that knows no protection but the cross of his sword ! I will 
be open with you, I am taking you to see one whom you will be right glad 
to see, and from whose lips you will learn the secret of the danger in which 
you now stand. And muckle wad the Provost and Bailies o' Glasgow gie to 
hae me sitting there, wi' iron garters to my hose, wha now stands here wi' 
bis legs as free as the Red Deer on the mountain side, and little would it 
avail them although they had me there, wi' astane weight o* iron at every 
ancle, for I would show them a toom room and a lost lodger before the 
morning, come on, and fear not. — {Offers his hand.) Exeunt R. 3, B. 



SCENE VI.— The entrance ffatt in the Glasgow Tolbooth, a knocking heard 
without, enter Doi'GAL, l. 1, E. he has a shock head of red hair, and 
an extraordinary appearance ; a huge bunch of keys at his belt, and a 
lamp in his hand ; looks as if he had been disturbed in Iiis sleep; he listens, 

DOTJGAL— I she'll may knock, «n ' she'll rrny more knock, but she'll no get 
one step further than that, — (knocking) — fa's tat, wha's tat, I wad say, and 
Tat the deil do you want at this boure at een, tis clean again the rules, clean 
again the rules as they ca' them, and canny be,— (Going away slowly.) 

Rob— (without)— Gregarach— (DOUOAL starts, returns and runs off, R. Bolts 
and Chains heard -without, DOUGAL enters joyfully, bringing on ROB ROT and 
Fbancis Osbaldistone, R. 1, B. 

Rob — (C)--So, Dougal you have not forgotten roe ? 

DougaL-(L.)— Och, te'il a pit ! te'il a pit! whar'Il she gang ? fat will 
she do for you ? Oigh, it's lang sin she wudna saa't ye. — (joyfully.) 

FRANCIS— (r) — She ! she seen him ? It is then a female to w'liom 1 am con. 
ducted, or is it merely the dialect of his country, in which that animal ex- 
presses himself ? — (As he says this apart, ROB speaks to DOUGAL and points to 
Francis) 

Dougal— To be s»re she wull, wi' aw her heart, wi' aw her soul ! But 
fat wull cum o' ye, if the Bailies should cum, or the captain should wakens ? 

RoB- Fear nothing, Dougal ; your hands shall never draw a bolt upon 
me. 



Digitized by LiOOQ IC 



20 BOB ROY. 

Dougal— Ooh, te'il a pit, te'il a pit ! She would hack em baith aff at 
te el buck first ; but when wull,ye be gaun yonder again, an ye'll no for- 
get.to let her ken, for she's your ain puir cousin, heaven kens ! heaven 
kens ! 

Rob — HI let ye ken, Dougal, as soon as my plans are settled. 

Dougal-— An by her sooth when you do, and it was twal o'clock at 
night, she would fling the keys at the Provest's head, or she wud gae 
them anither turn, see if she wunna noo ! see if she wunna. 

Rob— Then, dispatch— (crosses to B.) 

DOUGAL-^- Wi' aw her heart, wi' aw hqr soul— (Ae trims his lamp, and bec- 
kons Francis, who passes over to C., but perceiving Rob does not follow, pauses.) 

Francis— Do you not go with us 1 

Rob — It is unnecessary ; my company might be inconvenient. I had 
better remain, and secure our retreat. Lose no time. Exit B. 

(Francis— seems at a loss what to do— DOUGAL impatient.) 

Dougal— Fuiohlfuieh ! came awa, man. Droch-coil ort !— (Takes 
FRANCIS by the arm and drags him offrougVy) Exeunt L. 



SCENE VII.— A Cell in the Tolbooth. A pallet bed, with OWEN reposing 
on it, B. — A small table and chair, L. The stage is divided into two 

Syartments, a cell on the b. and a passage on L. a large pillar in centre; 
OUGAL comes down passage and enters cell, L, followed by Francos. 

Francis — I cannot suppose he .means to betray me ; yet 'tis strange 

Dougal — (having looked towards the bed) — She's sleepin'. 

Francis— She ! W ho ? 

Dougal — Shentleman's to spoken wi'her, — (shaking Owen.) 

Owen— (r.) Ey, what ? Oh dear !— (pops his head, ^adorned with a red 
nightcap, from beneath the clothes, just as Francis eagerly advances.) 

'Francis— Owen ! — (pausing in surprise.) 

Owen— 111 tell you what, Mr Dugwell, or Hugwell, or whatever your 
name may be, if my natural rest is to be broken in upon in this manner, 
the sum total of the amount is this, I'll complain to the Lord Mayor. 

Dougal — Ugh ! cha neil Sassenach, and you may complain to the Lord 
Horse if you like for Dougal — (Puts the lamp on table.) Exit L. 

Francis— What, Mr Owen ! 

Owen — Eh ! Oh dear ! have they caught you too ? then our last hope 
fails, and the account is closed. 

Francis— Do not be so much alarmed : all may not be so bad as you 
expect. 

Owen— (rises and advances)— Oh, Mr Frank, we are gone ! Osbaldistone 
and Co., Crane Alley, London, is no longer a firm 1 I think nothing of 
myself— 1 am a mere cypher ; but you that were your father's sum total, 
as I may say, bis omnium — that might have been the first man in the first 
house in the first city— to be shut up in a nasty Scotch jail— a Holbooth, 
I think they call it — Oh dear ! 

Francis— 1 am no prisoner, my good friend, though I can scarcely ac- 
count for my being in such a place at such a time. But since I saw you at 



Digitized by LiOOQ iC 



BOB ROY. 21 

Darlington, I have received information such as to induce me to follow you 
to Glasgow, and do what I ean to recover those papers which my dishonest 
cousin has deprived you of. 

Owen — No prisoner ! Heaven be praised ! But what news this will be 
upon 'Change! 

Francis— Cease these lamentations, and let me know the cause of your 
being here. 

Owen— It's soon told, Mr Frank. When I disclosed my business to Messrs 
MacVittie and MacFin, our Scottish agents here, instead of instant assist- 
ance, they demanded instant security ; and as 1 am liable, being a small part- 
ner in our'house, they made oath that I meditated departing this realm, 
and had recourse to a summary process of arrest and imprisonment, which 
it seems the law here allows, and — here I am. Oh dear ! 

Francis — Why did you not apply to our other correspondent and agent, 
Mr Nicol Jarvie ? 

Owen— What ! the cross grained orabsttck in the Saltmarket ? Twpuld 
have been of no use. You might as well ask a broker to give up his per 
centage, ss expect a favour from him without the per contra. O, Mr 
Frank, this is all your doing ! But, I beg pardon, for saying so to you in 
your distress. 

Enter ROB ROT and DOUQAL, hastily, by passage to cell, L. D. 
' DOUOAL— (running about) — Och hone a rie— Och hone a rie 1 Whatll she 
do now f It's my Lord Provost, an' Bailies, an' Town Guard I Hide 
yoursel' ahint te bed. — (to Kob RoT) — Fuich Ifiiich, ! man, ye maun gang, 
for the captain has opened the wicket. 

Rob— Lend me your pistols — (to Francis) --yet it's no matter, I can do 
without them — what ever you see take no heed — do not mix your hand in 
another man's quarrel, I. have been war beset than this. 1 must manage as 
I can— (Stands behind the bed and throws off his cloak, ready to attack the per- 
son with hi* whip who enters, FRANCIS retires.) Exit DotJGAL L. D. 
Enter MaTTIE with lantern followed by BAlME NlCOL JaBYIE, DOUGAL 
meets the BAILIE in the passage ana bows him into the cell. OWEN'^ets 
into bed again. 

BAILIE— {looking back)— I'll cV when I want you Stanchells. Dougal 
shall mak a' fast, or Til mak him fast, the snoondrel ! A bonnie thing, and 
beseeming, that I shouTd be kept at the door half an hour, knocking as 
hard to get into the jail, as onybody else would be to get oot o't. Hoo s s 
this ?— (seeing ROB ROY and FRANCIS)— Strangers in the Tolbooth after 
lock-op hoors ! Keep the door lockit, you Pougal creature— Til sune talk 
to these gentlemen ; but I maun first hae a crack wi' an auld acquaintance. 
Ah ! Mr Owen, how's a' wi* ye, Mr Owen f 

OWEN — Pretty Well in body, Mr Jarvie, I thank you, but sore afflicted 
in spirit. 

Bailie— Ay, ay, we're a' subject to downfa's, its an ounka whumle Mr 
Owen, as my worthy fait her the Deacon— rest and bless him !-— used to 
say. "Nick " said he (ye maun ken bis name was Nicol, as weel as mine, so 
the folks in their daffin used to ca' us Young Nick and Auld Nick.) 
'■ Young Nick," said he " never put oot your arm ony farther than you can 
draw it easily back again." 

Owen— You need not have called these things to my memory in such a 
situation, Mr Nicol Jarvie.— (Displeased.) 
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Bailie — Bless me what a pepperie body. What ! <lo von think I cam not 
at sic a time o' niizh*,. to tell a fa'ing man of his h'icks tidings f My consci- 
ence! No, no, that's no Biilie Jarvie's way, nor his worthy faittier's the 
Deacon — rest and Mess him ! — afore 'him. I sane discovered what lodgings 1 
your freends had provided von, Mr Owen — hut gi'e as yonr list, man, and 
let as see hoo thine* stand between us, while I rest my shanks. Mattie, 
hand the lantern. — (Taking papers from OWEN, and sitting on the corner of the 
bed) 

DOUGAL enters cautiously at the door L, beckons ROB Ror, and expresses 
anxiety to get him off, BAILIE observes this. 

Bailie— Eh ! What'** that ye're about, sir f 

Dougal— Oieh 1 dit yemtk a spok for me 1 

Bailie— I'll mak a spok o 1 you, if ye dinna tak care. 

ROB — Say nothing— (In a low tone* approaching the door.) 

Dougal — She was wanting h**r cruzie. 

Bailie - Then tak your cruzie and cruise out o' here wi* ye. 

DOUGAL — To be <*ure, to be surely. • 

Bailie — And look to the door there, you Dougal oreature — let me hear 
you lock it, and keep watch on the outaide. 

Dougal — Did you'll think she was a mouse or a kye, and cou'dna look & 
jail door yet. 

Dougal retires with his lamp and locks the door* but instantly opens it again, 
and peeps in expressing to Rob Rot that his retreat is open — Rob Rot 
observing this, swaggers round the stage, and then seats himself on the table, 
l. whistles and cracks his whip. < 

Bailie — That's a deevilish queer ehiel', he seem sunco near his ain fire- 
side- Sit still, sir, and I'll talk to you by and bye. 

Owen— There, sir, you'll find the balance in the wrong oolumn — for us— 
but you'll please to consider — 

Bailie — There's nae time to consider, Mr Owen— it's plain yon owe me 
siller • but I canna, for the saul o' me, see bow you'll clear it affby snoring 
here in the Tolbooth. Now, air, if you'll promise no to flee the country, 
yon shall be at liberty in the morning, 

Owen— ? sir ! O, Mr Jarvie ! — (is overcome.) 

. Bailie— A wee), a wee), if ye oanna speak jist hand your tongue, I'm a 
carefu 9 man as ony in the Sautmarket, and I'm a prudent man, aa my worthy 
faither, the Deacon, good soul ! was afore me ; but rather than that doable- 
faced dog, MacVittie, shall keep an honest, civil gentleman by the heels, 
I'se be your bail myael*. — (Owen holds up his hands in raptures, but fails in his 
n' tempt to speak) — There, you've said enough. But, in the name o' misrule 
how got you companions ? Gie me the the ]i\»ht, Mattie? — (he takes it 
from her, and holding it towards Rob ROT, who is seated calmly on the table, and 
whistles in his face — starts back — OWEN g:t*-out of bed, and comes forward)— 
Eh ! my conscience ! it's impossible! and yet I'm clean bamboozled ! Why, 
you robber — you cateran — you cheat-the-gallow's rogue 1 

Owen— (b.) Bless me 1 it's my good friend, Mr Campbell — a very hon- 
est man Mr Jarv — 

Bailie— (a) Honest ! My conscience ! Tou in the Glasgow Tolbooth I 
and in such troublesome times. What d'ye think's the value o' your heed? 

Rob— CTmph ! why, fairly weighed, and Dutch weight, one Provost, four 
Bailies, a Town- clerk, and sax Deacons. 
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"" Bailie— Sax Deacons ! Was there ever sic a born deevil ? But tell owre 
your Pins, sir, for if I but say the word — 

Rob— True, Bailie, but you never will say that word.— (Cow/* off table) 
"Bailie— And what for no, sir ? What for no f 

Rob— For three sufficient: reasons. Bailie Jarvie — first for auld langsyne. 
Bailie— (softening)— Ah Rab !— (Shakes his hand.) 

Rob — Secondly, for the good wife ayoot the tire, that made some mix- 
ture of our Moods — 
lUlLI*— Weel, Rab f 

Rob- And, third and lastly, Bailie Nicol Jarvie — 
Bailie— A v, Rah ? 

Rob— Because, if I saw any sign of your betraying me, I'd phister that 
wall with your brains, ere the hand of man could rescue you. — (Owen in 
great consternation runs to the bed.) 

Bailie— Yc'er a bauld desperate villain, sir, and ye ken that I ken you to 
be eae, and that I wadua stand a moment for my ain risk. 

ROB— I ken weel ye hue gentle bluid in your veins, and I wad be laith to 
hart my ain kinsman ; but I'll gang out here as free as I came in, or the 
very wa*s of the Glasgow Tol booth shall tell o't these ten years to come. 

Bailie— My conscience ! Weel, weel, R%b ! - it would be quite as un- 
pleasant for me to h ie my head knocked shoot, aB it would be discredit- 
able to string up a kinsman in a hempen cravat ; but if it hadna been your- 
se),' Rah, I'd hae gripped the best man in the Highlands. 

Rob — Tou'd have tried, Bailie Jarvie — you'd have tried, Bailie ; but I 
doubt you would have oome aff wi' the short measure, for we gang-there- 
out Hieland bodies are an uncanny generation when you speak to us o' 
bondage, w,e canna bide broad 61oth let alone breeks o' freestone an' gar- 
ters o' iron. 

Bailie— Yell find stane breeks and the garters o' iron for a that, and a 
hempen cravat to boot, Rab, nae man UraciTilized country ever played the 
pliskies ye hae done, but e'en pickled in his ain pock-neuk, mind I hae gin' 
ye warning. 

Rob — Weel, weel, cousin, ye'll wear black at my burial. 
Bailie- Dei] a black coat will be there, Robin, but the corbies and boody 
craws, I'se gie you my h>md on that, chiels like you dinna leeve laog, ye 
have a bold heart for the highway and a lang craig for the gibbet ; but 
wha the deevii'stbis ?— (to Francis)— Aoither honest man I reckon. 
Owen— Oh dear, no! 
Bailie— No 1 

Owen— This, good sir, is Mr Francis Osbaldiatooe.— (Running forward. )\ 
Bailie— O, I've heard o' this spark — run away frae his father, in pure 
dislike 10 the labour an honest man should live by. Weel, sir, what do you 
say to your handiwork f 

Francis— (b.) My dislike to the commercial profession, Mr Jarvie, is a 
feeling of which I am the best and sole judge. 
Owen— Oh, dear I— (in distress.) 

Rob— I'ts manfully spoken, I protest I had some respect for this lad even 
before I kent what was in him, but now I honour him, for his contempt of 
weavers and spinners, and all- such mechanical persona and pursuits.— (0 WEN 
goes td bed again disheartened.) 

BAILIE — Weavers snd «pinners, indeed 1 I'm a weaver and spinner, and 
wha'a better ? Will a' your ancestry tell wuar Rashleigh is, or a' your deep 
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oaths and drawn dirks prooure. Mr Frank five thoosand pounds to answer 
the bills wlioh fa* due in ten days. 

Fbancis— Ten days 1 is the time so near ? I may then have reeoune- 
(draws out the package he got *from m DlANA opens it, and an inclosure falls from 
the envelope — the BAIUE catches up the inclosed letter,) 

Bailie— My conscience ! — (reads)— for •♦Rob Roy. M — (Rob instantly 
snatches the letter from his hand.) —There's no mackle oeremony there. 

Francis— (r.) Bob Roy I 

BAILIE— (C.) Weel here's a wind blawn a letter to its right owner ; hot, 
as I am a Bailie, there were ten thoosand chances to one against its coming 
to hand. — (Rob goes tip, and reads by the lantern which is on the table.) 

Francis— (o.) You are too hasty, sir.— (To ROB)— )l was not in this in- 
stance, desirous of yonr interference. 

Rob— (l. c.) Make yourself easy, sir, Diana Vernon has more friend* 
than you are aware of— (reads to himself.) 

Francis— (aside)— Ib it possible ? Is the fate of a being so amiable! in- 
volved in that of a man of such desperate fortunes and character ? 

Rob— (aside)— So, Rashleigh has sent these papers to the High- 
lands. It's a hazardous game Miss Verrfon has given me to play, but it's 
fair play and I winna baulk her. Mr Osbaldistone, yon must visit me in the 

flens, I can be oT great service to yon in yonr fathers affairs, and, cousin, if 
ou dare venture to shew him the way — 
Bailie— (c.) Catch mel 

Rob — And eat a lep of red-deer venison with me — 
Bailie— (coolly)— No, thank ye, Rab, I am no red deer venison hungry. < 
It di>na become my place, I am a magistrate, and it widna sound very 
weel for the like o' me to be parading wi' yonr kilted red shanks. 

Rob— The devil damn you and your place baith, the onlv drap o' gentle 
bluid that's in your hail body was our great grand- uncle's that was justified 
at Dumbarton, and you set yourself up to say ye wad derogate frae 
your place to visit me. Hark: ye man, I owe thee a day in harst, if y° u 
come to see me, I'll pay you the twabundred pounds I owe you ;and you oan 
leave Mr Owen the while, to do the best he can in Glasgow. 

Bailie— Say nae mair, Rab— say nae mair, I'll gang wi' you : batyo° 
maun guarantee me safe name again to the Sautmarket, ye maunna expect 
me to gang beyond the Highland line. I go beyond the Highland line at nae 
gate. 

Rob— Ye'll corneas far as Dry men, or Bucklive, or the Clachan of Aber- 
foil will be better than ony o' them, and I'll hae somebody waiting to shew 
you the gate to the place where I may be for the time, Til be as true to ye 
as the steel blade that never failed its master. There's my thumb, I>| 
ne'er beguile you— (they wet their thumbs and touch each other)— But I nw» 
be going. The air of the Glasgow Tolbooth is not over wholesome for » 
Highlander's constitution. 

Bailie— Troth and if I were doing my duty, you wouldna change your 
atmostphere,as the minister ca's it, this wee while, and noo to think I should 
be aiding and abetting an escape frae justiee. It'll be a disgrace to me > and 
mine, and. the memory o' my worthy faither the deacon— rest and blew 
him ! for ever. 

Rob- Hoot tout, man I when the dirt's dry it will rub out again. Yotf 
faither could look over a friend's faults, and why not your faither's sod. 
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Bailie — So he eould, Robin, so he could ; he was a guid man the dea- 
on Ye mind him, Rab, dinna ye ? 

Rob— Troth do I — he was a weaver, and wrought my first pair 'of hose. 

Bailib — Tak care his son does no weave your last cravat. Ye've a lang 
raig for a gibbet, Rab. But w bar's that Dougal creature ? 

ROB— If he is the lad I think him, he is not waiting your thanks for his 
bare of this night's work, but is far on his way to the pass of Ballamaha 
y this time. 

Bailie— What, gane? and left me and Mattie locked up in jail for a' 
ight ? I'll hung the Hieland deevil as high as Haman. 

Rob— When you catch him, B lilie Jarvie, when you oatch him.— (Mat- 
IB tries the door and finds it open)— But see, he knew an open door would 
erve me at a pinch. 

Bailie — I tell ye, Robin, in my puir mind, if ye live the life ye do, ye 
aid hae ane o* your fillies doorkeeper in every jail in Scotland, in case o v 
he warat. . 

Rob— Ane o' my kinsmen a bailie in ilka burgh toon will just do aa weel, 
ouain NcoJ. Come, Bailie, speak the password, I must be going. 

Bailie — Stancbells, let thin Granger out— he—he's 

Rob — What ! —{Raises his whip.) 

Bailie — He's a treeud o' unue. — (groans) — My conscience ! an' a bonny 
•teu«l he is— (Aside.) 

Hob — Fure-ye-weel ! cousin. Be early with me at Abcrtoil (Shake 

mds) 

" Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can, 
Come saddle my horses and call up my men.' 

ood-bye Mr Osbaldistone ; he sure you keep your tryst, ami visit me in 
le Glens. I can be of more service to you in your father's affairs than you 
*e aware of. I am a poor man, but wit is better th <n wealth ; so fare-ye* 
ell, and remember the Claohan of Aberfoil. — (Shake hands) 

" Now open your gater, and let me go free, 

I darena stay longer in bonny Duudee." Exit L. D. 

DOUGAL is waiting in passage to receive ROB with great rapture. 

Bailie— So that Dougal creature was an agent o' Rit.'s! I shouldna 
onder if he has one in ilka jail in Scotland.- (whistling without)— Do you 
?er the Hieland deevil whistling, without ony regard fur Suuday or Satur- 
ly. I fancy they think the marl's on the tap o' Ben Lomond already 
(DoUGAL enters hastily, and throws the keys from the passage into the cell, and 
akes off with ROB Roy — the BaILIE stops, picks up the keys, lays them on the 
ble^ and says,) — Aweel, there is mair honesty about that Dougal than 1 
ould hae thocht ; and the return of the keys will save the burgh sou.o 
Her, and also labour to Deacon Yetlaud, the smith. Wei'), I hae done 
tnus this blessed nicht that my worthy faitber the deacon, rest au<l hi. ss 
in ! wadna have believed— but there's balm iu G:lead.— {going to the bed 
ie)—Mr Owei-, I hope to see you at breakfast in the morning. — (Owen 
tyres) — Eh ! why the man's fast. 

Francis — And the sooner we depart, and follow his example, sir, the 
i tier, tor it must be near midnight. 
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Bailie— Midnight ! Weel, Mattie shall light ye hame.— (Francis takes 
MaTTIB under his arm— Jabyie gently disengages her from him)— Nane o' your 
Lunnon tricks here, my man ! Mattie's a decent lassie, and come o'gude kith 
and kin— the laird o' Limmerfi eld's cousin — only seven times removed. Noo 
that I look at yon again, my fine spark, I'se.see ye hame inysel'. 

(St Mungo's dock is heard to strike twelve. 

Enter TWO JAILERS/or chorus, D. from passage —Mattie takes the lantern. 

FINALE. 
Words by Terby, Music by BISHOP. 
Francis Hark ! hark 1 now from St Mungo's tower 
The bell proclaims the midnight hoar, 



Mattie 



Both 



Owen 
Bailie 



Owen 



And thro' the city, far and near, . 
From spire and turret now I hear, 

Ere yet the first vibration dies, 
Each iron tongue of time replies, 

(snores) " Augh ! 

Hark! hark ! from Mister Owen's nose, 
A cadence deep ! a dying close, 



Borne! 



Borne t 



Borne! 



Bomel 



Borne I 



(snores) Augh ! 

Francis {fire yet, &c. 
Mattie* -<Ere yet the first vibration dies, 
Bailie (His nasal organ quick replies, 

Owen (snores) Augh! (wakes) 

Bless me 1 ev'ry way I am undone ; 

I did not dream of being here ; 
But snug in sweet Crane Alley, London, 
And Stocks were up, and I— -oh dear! 

ALL. 

Bailie &[• Home » bome > { y *u} masfc no lon £ er 8t «y 
Mattie ) For soon will peep the morning light. 

OWEN& I Now \ * et us . X haste J oome ' oome ' 1 a w av 

Stanch. C „ CP^ ma M I go, go, J awa *> 

) farewell at once, at once good night. 

Retiring up, arm in arm, as drop descends.— OWEN gets into bed. 



END OP ACT FIRST. 
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ACT SECOND. 

SCENE I.— The College Gardens of Glasgow with the spire of Si Mumgeh 
Cathedral in the distance, STUDENTS seen to pass and repass in Red Cloaks 
and books in their hands, some running about amusing themselves, Charms 
heard without, as the Curtain rises. Towards the end of chorus St. 
Mango's bell strikes eight, a PROFESSOR in his robes passes from L. U .S. 
to*, u. R. Students bow to him and follow, knocking each other about fc , 
chorus dies away. 

CHORUS. 

Students Sonet. 
(Altered from the French of Around Charlemagne.) 

Brothers, His a happy age, 

This good old age in which we live ; 
To his views the fearless sage 

Now the freest scope may give. 
That old famous horse of Troy 

Was not given much to drinking ; 
Ev'ry ass don't find employ 

With the miller, to our thinking. 

Romulus built Rome, one day ; 

Heavy rain will make us wet ; 
Cato was austere they say ; 

Wealth we cant by wishing get. 
Learning is not common sense ; 

Wisdom is a prise I hold ; 
Half-a-crown is thirty pence ; 

Paper is not made ox gold* 

Do not charge us with a crime, 

Though no wit our song may season ; 
If you find it in the rhyme, 

Pray let that suffice for reason., 
In this age of truth and light 

Where fair virtue reigns at will, 
Happy is the silent wight, 

He who thinks not, happier still. 

Enter RA8RXBIGH, L. U. B., and JOBSON, with MORRIS rather behind him, 
waiting his instructions. 

Rashlbioh— Have you explained to Mr Morris the honour which 
Government is inclined to confer upon him by again employing him t 

JOBSON— I have not ventured, nor have I had time, as Mr Morris only ar- 
rived from Greenock late last night ; but I have informed him that there 
will be a* vacancy in the Eteise Commission shortly, and, that if Mr Morris 
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made himself useful to the Government, it was the best guarantee I could 
give that the Government would make him the appointment. 

Morris— I have always been too willing I am sure, to execute any com* 
mission which the Government may honour me with ; I assure you I would 
betray my own brother to serve the Government, and the more so as my 
last service was a failure. I was robbed 1 on my soul I was robbed 1 It's 
true ; Mr Jobton knows one of them, a drover named Campbell. 

Rash— (holding up his finger stops him) — Welt on the present occasion you 
will have no such excuse, as vou will be intrusted with neither money or 
papers, simply a message. Here is a pass which will enable you to go in 
safety to the person I wish to communicate with — (Gives him Utter.) 

Morris— Why, this is addressed " Rob Roy, " he is a 

Rash — A friend to the Government, you will proceed to lnversnatd, or 
Loch Ard, or wherever be may be found, this pass will be your safeguard 
and admit you to him, request this gentleman to meet me at Aberfoil as 
soon as possible, as I have some weighty matters of importance to communi- 
cate to him. 

Morris— But, but my personal safety, and should I be detained and 
again ruined. 

Rash — The Government will take all this into account, when they are 
appointing the Commissioners of Excise, so make haste and depart, for there 
is no time to lose. 

Morris — I fly at once to serve the Government, — (aside knowingly)— 
and myself at the same time. Exit r. 1 s. 

Rash— (looking afttr Atm)— Selfish wretch, if your mission is sucoesful you 
will trouble me no more regarding appointments or highway robberies 
either. Galbraith and MacStuart are in the neighbourhood of AberfoiL 
Good !— (to Jobson) — When did Captain Thornton march t 

JOBSON— Yesterday morning, sir. 

Rash— Umph ! You are certain that order for the arreat of those two 
persons I described was given to him ? • 

Jobson — I delivered it myself into his hands, sir, 

Rash— You committed Mr Owen to prison, you say— is he there now T 

Jobson— He is. 

Rash— If my cousin, Mr Francis Osbaldistone, follows him to Glasgow, 
instantly enforce the warrant of which you have a duplicate. 

Jobson— It shall be done, you may depend on it, sir. 

Rash— 'Tis of importance to keep him out of the way — that man is a 
basilisk in my sight, and has been an insurmountable barrier to my dearest 
hopes. Now, sir, a word — if you breathe a syllable to any human being of 
the business whioh the Government has entrusted to my direction, before 
the blow is struck which must counteract the intended rising in the High- 
lands, you share the destiny of the rankest rebel among them. As to the 
papers which I forwarded to MacGregor, ere long they shall be again in my 
possession, aud himself in your custody. Make yourself ready, and be well 
armed. Leave me.— (Exit JOBSON, L )— MacGregor is by this time in the 
Highlands. He still believes me faithful to the cause I have hitherto so 
ardently encouraged and assisted ; and those papers, which I now regret 
having committed to his care, will at least serve to aid the delusion. 
Cursed infatuation ! — yet I repine not, for I have the power to check the 
goae of cunning, probe all hearts, and watch the varying cheek ; linked 
with success, it moulds each other weakness to my will— such it hatb been 
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and such it shall be now ! Rejected by her I loved, scorned by him I 
would have served — they shall at least find the false friend, and the rene- 
gade knows how to resent those insults. Ah !— (Starts, and instantly re- 
. coven himself. 

Enter Fbancis Osbaldktone, b. 

Fbancis— (b. 0.)— You are well meS air, 

Rashw(l. o.)— I am glad to hear it— (aside)— He's earlier than I expec- 
ted— but Jobson is prepared with the warrant. 

Fbancis— I was about to take a long and doubtful journey in quest of 
yon. 

Rash— Tou know little of him you sought, then- I'm easily found by 
friends, and still more easily by my foes— in which am I to class Air Frauds 
Osbaldistone f 

Fbancis— In that of your foes, sir — your mortal foes, unless you in- 
stantly do justice to my father, by accounting for his property. 

Rash — And to whom am I, a member of your father's commercial esta- 
blishment, to be compelled to give an account of my proceedings f Surely 
not to a young gentleman whose exquisite taste for literature would ren- 
der such discussions disgusting and unintelligible. 

Francis— Your sneer, sir, is no answer ; you must accompany me to a 
magistrate. 

Rash— Be it so ; yet — no— were I inclined to do as you would have me, 
you should soon feel whioh of us had most reason to dread the presence of 
a magistrate — but I have no wish to accelerate your fate. Go young man 
amuse yourself in your world of poetical imagination, and leave the busi- 
ness of life to those who understand, and can conduct it. 

Fbancis — This tone of calm insolence shall not avail you, sir— the name • 
we both bear never yet submitted to insult. 

Bash— Right, right ! Yon remind me that it was dishonoured in my 

Serson— you remind me also by whom. Think you I have forgotten that 
low, in the presence of my family and in the Hall of my Fattier, it shall 
never be washed out but by blood. For the various times vou have 
crossed my path, and always to my prejudice— for the persevering folly 
with which you seek to traverse schemes the importance of whioh you 
neither know, nor are capable of estimating— you owe me a long aooount ; 
and fear not, there shall come an early day of reckoning. 

Fbancis— Why not the present ? Do your schemes or your safety re- 
quire delay ? 

Rash— You may trample on the harmless worm, bnt pause ere you rouse 
the slumbering venom of the folded snake. 

Fbancis— I will not be trifled with. 

Rash— 1 had other views respecting you t but enough. Receive now 
the chastisement of your boyish Insolence* 

They drawt and at tke moment their swords cross, Rob ROT rushes forward 
armed with claymore and shoulder belt, from B. 2 E. and beats up their 
guard % with his claymore, 

Rob— (0.)-Hold ! stand off ! 
Rash— <i».)— MacGregor ! 

Rob— By the hand of my father ! the first man that strikes, Til cleave 
him to the brisket*— (to Fbancis)— Think you to establish your father's 
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credit by cutting your kinsman's throat Y Or do you, sir,— (fc> RASHLEOT) 
—imagine men will trust their lives, their fortunes, and a great political 
interest with one that brawls about like a drunken gillie ? Nay, nay, never 
look grim, or gash at me, man ! If you're angry, turn the buckle of your 
belt behind you. 

Rash— You presume, sir, on my present situation, or you would hardly 
dare to interfere where my honour is concerned. 

^ Rob— Presume / And what for should it be presuming t Ye may be the 
, richer man, Mr Osbaldistone, as is most likely, and ye may be the more 
learned man, which I dispute not ; but you are neither a better nor a 
braver man than myself ; and it will be news to me, indeed, when I bear 
you are half so good. And dare, too— dare ! Hout, tout! much daring 
there is about \t.— (Sheathes his sword.) 

Rash— (aside) — What the devil brought him here to mar a plan to well 
devised ; I must lure him to the toils. 
Rob— What say you f 

Rash— My kinsman will acknowledge he forced this on me. I'm glad 
we were interrupted before I chastised his insolence too severely. The 
quarrel was none of my seeking. 

Rob — Well, then, walk with me— I have news for you, and ye'll cool and 
come to yoursel', like MaoGibbou's oroudy when he set it out at the win- 
dow-bole. 

Francis - Pardon me, sir ; I will not lose sight of him, till he has done 
justice to my father. 

Rob— Ye are daft man, it will serve you nothing to follow him e'enow, 
ye hae bad just enough of him~(Mev struggle)— would you bring two oo 
your head instead of one Y 

Francis— Twenty — rather than again neglect my duty. 

Rash— You hear him, MacGregor ! Is it my fault that he rushes on bU 
fate ? The warrants are out. 

Rob — Warrants 1 Curses on all such instruments! they have been the 
plague of poor old Scotland for this hundred years, the ne'er a bit will I 
yield my consent to his being ill-guided, and I gie heaven's malison and 
mine to a' sorts of Magistrates, Justices, Bailies, Sheriffs and Sheriff- Officers, 
and aio like black cattle. Oh, it was a merry world when every man held 
his ain gear, wi' his ain grip, and when the country side wasna fashed wi' 
warrants and poindings, and a' that cheatry craft and anoe mair I say it, I 
winna see this puir thoughtless lad ill-guided, and especially wi* that sort o' 
trade, no I wad rather ye fell till't again and fought it out like douoe 
honest men, so come o't what will, I'll never consent to bis being wranged 
that stands up for the father that begot him. 

Rash— Indeed ! 

Rob— Mv conscience will not let me. 

Rash -Your conscience, MacGregor I 

Rob— Yes, my conscience, sir ; I have suob a thing about me ; that, at leaat, 
is one advantage you cauuot boast of. 

Rash— You forget bow long you and I have known each other. 

Rob— If you know what I am, you know likewise what usage made me 
what I am ; and, whatever you may think, I would not change with the 
proudest of the oppressors that have driven me to take the heather bush 
for shelter. What you are, and what excuse you have for being what you 
are, lies between your own heart and the long day. 
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Rash— (<uufe)~-Can MacGregor suspect ? Has MacVittte betrayed me ? 

Rob— (to Francis)— Leave him, I say ! yon are in more danger from a 
magistrate than he is; and were your cause as straight as an arrow, he'd 
find a way to warp it.— (FRANCIS persists in not leaving Rabhleioh, but is 
withheld by Rob Rot.) -Take your way, Rashleigh — make one pair of legs 
worth two pair of hands. You have done that before now. 

Rash — Cousin, you may thank this gentleman, if I leave any part of my 
debt to you unpaid ; but I quit you now, in the hope that we shall soon 
meet again, without the possibility of interruption. Exit L. 

Rob— (as Francis struggles to follow) — As I live by bread, you are as mad 
aa be ! I wad hae gaen the best man in the country side, the breadth o' his 
back, if he had gaen me as much trouble as ye hae dune, what wad ye do? 
Would you follow the wolf to his den ?— -{pushes him back)— Come, come, be 
cool — "tie to me you must look for that you seek. Keep aloof from Rash- 
leigh, and that pettifogging jastioe-olerk, Jobson ; above all from Morris 
and MacVittie. Make the best of your way to Aberfoil, and, by the word 
of a MacGregor, I will not see you wronged ! Remember the Clachan of 
Aberto'd.— (Shakes his hand with great cordiality, then exit L. Fbancis B.) 



SCENE IL— The Library of Osbaldistone Ball, as before, 

A knocking heard without L.— Enter SIR FREDERICK VERNON from the 
panel, L. c, with haste and agitation, dressed as before but without 
armour. 

Sir Fred I was not mistaken- It is at the private door.— (knocking 

Mots)- Can it be Campbell ?— Rashleigh ? No, perhaps a oourier from the 
llarl of Mar. My hopes, my existence, hang upon a thread—either Scot* 
land has her rights restored, or I have nothing more to do with life. 

Enter Martha with a letter, L. 

Martha— A gentleman *-a cavalier— a— I ken na* what to ca' him. This, 
he said, would speak for him.— (gives the letter, which SIR FREDERICK opens, 
and reads with agitation) ~And weel it ought, for he had scarcely breath to 
say, u Deliver that,'' when he put spurs to his panting steed, and dashed 
f rae the wicket as if he bad seen a warlock or a witob r instead o' a decent- 
looking lassie. 

Sm Fred.— Betrayed— ruined— lost ! Desire my daughter to attend me. 

Exit Martha, r. 
O, villain — villain ! I had suspicions, but little did I expect so sudden, so 
fatal a confirmation I This ill-advised confidence in Rashleigh has ruined 
all. To yield, or to be taken now, were but to lay our heads upon the 
block. But 'tis yet too strong a cause to be abandoned for the breath of a 
traitor's tale. Promptness and decision often restore to health that which 
despair would leave hopelessly to perish. I must' hasten instantly to the 
Highlands, and if MacGregor and our friends there are as weak as some are 
false, but one course remains — an immediate escape to France. 

Enter DIANA VBRNON, B. 
Duka— Dour sir, what means this unusual summons f 
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8ut Fbbd.— Diana, our perils are now at the utmost- you must 
peny nnd share them with me. u 

DlAHA— I hare been taught endurance, sir, and will not shrink from it 
new. What I to? e borne for your take, I can bear again. But the esatt 

iimn political secret f 

8ir Fred— Yes— which yonr late rejection of Raebleigh for a kushaml 
haa induced him to betray , oootrnry to the oath by which he bound him- 
self. Bnt prepare instantly for .your departure. 

Diaha— Whither to go 1 

Sis Frhd— First to the Highlands. 1 most endeavour to see MacGregof- 
Yon shall know more when I have made my own arrangements. I *"* re * 
Heve the distresses of yonr cousin Francis, if possible ; but the solemn eos- 
tract that haa bound me to Rashleigh leaves the convent yonr whole w* 
sole resource, unless, indeed, you renounce the creed in which you-bsw 
been ednoated. * • 

Diana— Forsake the faith of my gallant fathers ? Never— I would u 
soon, were I a man, forsake their banners when the tide of war preewi 
hardest, and turn, like a hireling recreant, to join its enemies I— <SW Fal* 
PEBICK clasps het with transport to his bosom, and exit, L.)— Yes, when tw 

Ktheriog cry is heard upon the bills, there's not a lassie but will share be? 
ro'a danger, and thna sing the praise of her gallant Highlandman. 

SONG— (Words by Burns.) Old Air— m White Cockade." 

A Highland lad my love was born, 
The Lowland laws he held in scorn, 
But he still was faithful to his clan, 
My gallant braw John Highland 



Smg hey my brew John 'Highlandman, 
Bing ho my Draw John Highlandman, 
There's not a lad in a' the clan 
Can match wi' my braw Highlandman. 

With his bonnet blue, and tartan plaid, 
And a good claymore down by his aide. 
The ladies' hearts he did trepan, 
My gallant braw John Highlandman, 



Sing hey, fcc £<"* *• 



SCENE HI An open Heath, the Highland HiJk seen in the distance, #** 

Andrew Faikseevice, the Bailie, and FBANCIS, dressed as on a Jour- 
ney, B. 1 B. 

Baiub— (tmVaftjd)— Whisht sir, whisht, it's ill scraped tongues like yours, 
that make mischief atween neighbourhoods and nations, there is nothing 
so gnde on this side o' time, but it might nee been better, and that may be 
said o' the Union o' Scotland and England. 

Audbbw— It's an unco change, tae hae Scotland's laws made in England, 
and that for my share* I wadna hae gaen up the riding o' the Scottish Far- 
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lament for a' the Tobacco Casks and Herring Barrels in Glasgow. What 
wad Sir William Wallace, or auld David Lindsay, hae aaid to the anion or 
tbem that made it t 

Bailie— I say air, " Let Glasgow Flourish," and what made it ever floor* 
Sah better since St Mango catched herring in the Clyde, than Sugar and 
Tobaeeo, and after them Cotton and Iron, and ye'll grumble at the Union 
that opened to us a road for a' theae commodities in the wast yonder j. ye 
fool ye. 

Fbancis— (osicfe)— I must endeavour to stop this national discussion be* 
fore it goes too far. Mr Jervie, what hills are theae in the distance t 

Bailie — They're the HieJand Hills. Ye'll see and bear enengh about them 
before ye see the Cross o T Glasgow again, I dinna like the look o' them, 
I never see them but they gar me grue. It's no fear, it's no fear ; but just 
grief for the pair blinded half-starved creatures that inhabit them ; but Fa 
say na mair about it. It's ill speaking o' Hielandmen sae near the Hieland 
line* 1 hae kent mony an honest man wadna hae ventured this far without 
be had made hi* last will and testament. Mattie had ill will to see me set 
out on this ride, and grat awee the silly taupie, but it's na mair ferlie 

to see a woman greet, than to see a goose gang bareftt (to &NDBBW)— -and 

now, sir, do you hear, Andrew— what's your name ? 

Andrew— Faireert ice ia my- name, I maybe dinna ken my name yetl 

Bailie— You will understand then, Andrew Fairservioe, that we are 
gaun into the 

Andrew— I judged as muokle. 

Baiub— Haud your peace ye knafre and hear what I have to aay to you; 
We are gaun a bit into the.Hiejands. 

Ahdbe w— Y e tauld me that already. 

Bailie— I'll break your head if ye dinna haud your tongue ! 

Andrew— A haudden tongue makes a. slabbered mouth. 

Francis— Andrew I dasire you on youreevil to be silent, and remember 
your position. 

Andrew— I am silent, and L'a do your honour's bidding, but Vm no the 
Bailie's servant. 

Bailie — Now, sir, it's as muokle as your life's worth, and that would be 
dear o' little siller to be sure ; but it's as muokle as our lives are worth if ye 
dinna mind what I aay to you. In this public where we are«gaun to, and 
where it's like we may have to stay a' nieht, men o'a' clans an kindred, Hie- 
land aud Lowland, tak up their quarters, and whiles there is mair drawn 
dirks than open Bibles amang them, when the Usquebaugh gets uppermost. 
See ye neither meddle nor mak, nor gae offence wi' that olavering tongue o' 
yours, but keep a "calm sough " snd let ilka cock feoht his ain battle. 

Andrew -Muekle needs to tell me that, as if I had never seen a Hie land- 
man before and ken'd nae how, to manage them. Nae man alive can kittle 
up Donald better than myaeL'. I hae bought wi' them, sauld wi 1 them, 
eaten wi' them, dracken wi' them— 

Bailie— Did ye ever fecht wi' them ? 

Andrew— Na, na, I took eare o' that, it wad ill hae set me, that am a 

fardener and half a aeholar to my trade, .to be feohtin' amang a wheen 
ilted loons that dinna ken the. name o' a single herb or flower in braid 
Scotch, let abee in the latin tongue. 

Baiub— Then as ye wad keep either your tongue in your mouth, or your 
lugs oo your bead, (and ye might miss them, for as saucy members as they 
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are) I charge ye to say nae words, gude or bad, that ye can wee! get by, to 
anybody in the Claehan, and ye'H specially understand, air, that ye'er do to 
be blawing and blustering about yoor master's name and mine, or saying tbit 
this is Mr Bailie Nieol Jarvie o' the Saut-Market, son o' the worthy Deacon 
Niool Jarvie, that a' body has heard about, and that this is Mr Frank Osbal- 
distone son of the Managing partner of the great house of Osbaldistone ft 
Co., Graoe Alley, London. 

Andrew— What need ye think I wad be speaking about your names for, 
I hae mony things o' mair importance to speak about, I trow. 

Bailie — It's thae very things of importance that I am feared for. ye ble- 
thering goose, ye mauna speak ony thing gude or bad, that ye ean by any 
possibility help. 

Andrew— If ye dinna think me fit to speak like Ither folk, gte me my 
wages, and my board wages, add I'se gang back to Glasgow, there's sma' 
sorrow at our parting, as the auld mare said to the broken cart. 

Francis— I'll give you dog's wages you rascal, if you do not attend to 
what is said to you, go along, sir, and be silent, get the horses ready that 
we may set forward immediately. 

Andrew— This comes o' hae 'en owre mony masters. » Exit l. 

Francis— Now Mr,Jarvie, since we are about to become the guests of 
this mysterious Highlander, this kinsman of yours and friend of mine, itia 
but right that I should know something of him, is he well known and re* 
spected ? 

Bailie— Ye may say that there's nae name better ken'd and respected 
'tween the Lennox and Breadalbane. Tea, sir, Robin was ance a weeMoing 
pains-taking drover, as ye wad see amang tea thousand, and he was baith 
civil and just in his dealings, and aye kind to ony pair body that cam in bis 
way. 

Francis— I hope prosperity attended such a line of conduct. 

Bailie— Ah I »a, sir, the times came bard, and Rab was venturesome, and 
his creditors, mair especially some great neighbour o' his, grippit to his liv» 
ing and his land, and even his wife and family were turned out of bouse to 
the hill side, and sair misguided. 

Francis— And so that drove him to desperation, and from that be be- 
came amenable to the laws. 

Bailie— Ye may say amenable, my eertie, his eraig wad ken the weight o 
his hurdies if they could get hand o' Bab. But be has gude friends among 
the gentry folks yet, and I could tell ye o' ae great family that keeps bun 
op as far as they decently can, to be a thorn in the side of another, and 
he's sic an auld-farrant laog- beaded chiel it's no easy to get a hand o' nto; 
1 could tell you such queer thiogs that he has done, that you couldna' stsn 
for laughing, but then the're a' vanities, sinf u* vanities, and, moreover, again 
the Statute Law, and Gotpel Law. But now that the horses are resdy *• 
maun be jogging on Mr Frank, for we are a handfu* o' Scottish miles frtf 
the Claoban yet, and I maun look after that blethering fool Andrew, for 
he'll be putting bis tongue into somebody's kail pat Exit Bailib i* 

SONG— HURRAH ! FOB THE HIGHLANDS. 

(Words by A. Park.) Music by S. Bars. 

Hurrah 1 for the Highlands ! the stern Scottish Highlands : 
The home of the clansman, the brave and the free! 
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Where the clouds love to rest on the mountain"! rough breast, 

Ere they journey afar o'er the islandless sea. 
Tie there where the cataract sings to the breeie 

As it dashes io foam like a spirit of light, 
And 'tis there the bold fisherman bounds o'er the sea, 

In his fleet tiny bark through the perilous oight. 

Then Hurrah, &o. 

Tis the land of deep shadow, of suoshine, and shower 

Where the hurrieane revels in madoess on high, 
For there it has might that can war with its power, 

In the wild daisy cliffs that are cleaving the sky. 

Then Hurrah, &c. 

I have trod merry England, and dwelt on its charms ; 

I have wandered through Erin, the gem of the sea. 
But the Highlands alone the true Scottish heart warms ; 

For her heather is blooming, her eagles are free. 

Then Hurrah, &o. Exit h. 



8CENE IW. — Interior of Jean Mac Alpine's Change House, in the Clachnn 
ofAberfbil — Turf fire , B., with poker in it, a washing tub and chair near 
tike fire. At an oak table sit MaJOB GaLBRaith, tipsy, and Mac- 
Stuabt, and under the table DOUGAL lies asleep, B. C, his Sword and 
Target by him, on table mutchkin stoup and four glasses, MacS'IUABT'S 
dirk is sticking on end in the table, as the symbol of peace. 

MoS— Eneugh, enengh, Galbraith— I can teuk my pint of usquebagh, or . 
pranty either, wi' ony man. But we have wark in hand just noo, and had 
better look to it 

. Majob— Hout tout, man— meat and mass never yet hindered wark ; had 
it been my direoting, instead of this Bash— Bash— what the devil is the 
Saxon's name f 

MacS — Haud your whia% Major, man — haud your whist,— don't let the 
plenty he owre Strang for your prains. Do you no see ? — (Pointing to the 
deeper, DOUQAL.) 

Majob — I say that the garrison and oor troopers, with Captain Thorn- 
ton's party, could have, taken Bob Boy, without bringing you all the way 
from the Glens to Aberfoil here. There's the hand that would lay him 
flat upon the green, and never ask a Highlander for help. 

M acS— Come, come — 'tis time we were going. 

.Majob— Going I why, 'tis here Thornton was appointed to meet us ; be- 
8ld .e8, mind the the auld saw — " It's a banld moon, quo' Bennygask— 
Either pint quo' Lesslie ; " and we'll no stir a step till we've drucken it 
*Mh*r«~(lli8ei and comes forward.) 

SONG, BT Galbbaith. 

(Words from Wordsworth.) Air—" My love she's but a lassie yet 

A famous man was Robin Hood, 
The English ballad singer's joy ; 
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Bui Scotland baa a thief as good- 
She has— she has her bold Kob Roy. 

A dauntless heart MacGregor shows, 
And wond'roos length and strength of arm j 

He long baa qoell'd his Highland foes* 
And kept— and kept bis friends from barm. 
Chorus.— A famous man, &u. 

His daring mood protects bim still, 

For this— the robber's simple plan, 
That they should take who have the will. 

That they should keep — should keep who can. 
And while Rob Roy is free to rove, 

In summer's heat and winter's snow. 
The eagle he is lord above, 

And bold Rob Roy is lord below. 

Chorus.— A famous man, &e» 

JEAN MaoAlpine is heard without in loud expostulation with FRANCIS 
OSBALDISTONE, BaILIE NlCOL JARVIE, and ANDREW FaIRSERVICE— 
GALBRAITH and MaoStuart look round angrily* DOUG AL raises hit 
heaa\ and discovers himself. He secures his swot d and target % and resumes 
his position as the BaILIB, FRANCIS, and ANDREW enter L. D., Mao- 
SttTART sheaths his dirk. 
Jean — Indeed, gentlemen, my house is taen up wi* them that winaa lik* s 
to be intruded on. 
Francis — But, my good woman, we are dying with hunger. 
Bailie— Starviog ! Six hours einee I tasted a morsel, exoept tUe rough 
tough legs o' an auld moor-cock— (Crosses towards the fire, B.) 
Jean — You had better gang far'er than fare waur. 
Bailie— I've ither eggs upon the spit. I'll no stir a stop, woman. 
Jean — Weel, weel ; a wilfu' man maun hae his ain way. But I waab my 
hands o't. 

Bailie— Ye had better gae your face a rub at the same time, if* no oat 
o' the need o't. 

Jean— Them that will to Cupar maun to Coper, now to see the English 
belly-gods, he has had a fu' meal the day already, and he'll venture life and 
liberty, rather than he'll want a het supper. Set roasted beef and pudding 
on the opposite side o* the pit o' Taphet, and an Englishman will mak a 
spring at it ; but I wa*h my hands o't, follow me sir~-(<o Andrbw) — and 
1'se show ye where to put up the horses. 

Exeunt Jean MaoAlpine and Andrew Faibserviob, l. 
Francis- I must make the best apology loan to the guests ; but an they 
are so few, I hope little will be required for adding two more to their com- 
pany. 

Bailie turns up a meal-tub and seats himself composedly near the fire— 
Francis goes to seat himself near GALBRAITH who instantly throw* his 
legs upon the seaU Francis throws them off, it is repeated, he at length suc- 
ceeds in sitting down. 
Ma/or— You mak' yoorsel' perfectly at name, air. 
Francis— (a)— We usually do so, air, when we enter a bouse of public 
entertainment. 
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Bailie— (r.)— Pray gentlemao, dinne be angry* we ere only bitso* 
Glasgow bodies, travelling to get in some siller that's awing as* 

MacS— (l )— Did yon no saw by the white wan* at the door, that the 
pa blic- boose was occupied? 

Major— (L.o )— I.did you no see by the white wan' at the door that the 
house wss occupied ? 

Francis — The white wand ! I do not pretend to understand the customs 
of this country, but I hare yet to learn bow three persons should be entitled 
to exclude all other travellers from the only place of shelter and refresh- 
ment for miles round. 

Bailie— There's nae reason fort, gentlemen — we mean nae offence ; 
and if afttoup o' brandy will heal the quarrel— 

Major— D—n your brandy ! 

Bailie— That's oeeri). It's my opinion ye're gotten owre muekle o' that 
already, if ane umy judge by yer manners. 

MaoS — We want naitber your company nor your praoty. 

Major— (mimicking MacStuart)— No, we want neither yonr company 
ooryour pvanty ; and if ye be pretty men draw !— {unsheathes hit sword — 
MacStuart and FRANCIS do the same.) 

MaoS— Ay, traw ! 

Bailie— (starts up)— Draw ! Pm neither a pretty man, nor hae I ony- 
thiog to draw ! but, by the soul o* my faith er the deacon. I'se no tak a 
blow without giving a thrust.— (runs to the fire and seizes a red-hot poker)— So 
that, he that likes it, has it.— (as h* tilts at MaCSTUABT and GALBRAITH, 
DOUGAL starts up and darts between them. 

DoUGAL — (c.) — Haud, haud, her nainsel' has eaten te town pread o' 
Glasgo', an sbe'll feught for Nicol Bailie Sharvie at Abe rf oil as lang as she 
can huad a sword, troth will she ! Oob, neish, my saul Major Kalbrouse 
you bad better keep a calm sough or I'll claw your sheep- heed for you. 

Exit hastily, D. in F. 

MacS— Hand, baud— the quarrel's no mortal, and the gentleinens hae 
given raisonable satiswhaction. 

Bailie— I'm glad to hear't. 

Major— Wee), weel, as the gentlemen hare shown themselves men o' 
honour — 

MACS— Men o* honour ! Whs ta teevil erer saw men o* honour fecht 
with a fire prand before ? Figh ! my praw new plaidie smells like a singit 
sheep's heed. 

Bailie— Let that be nae hindrance to gude fellowship ; there's aye a 
plaiater for a broken head. If I're burnt ye'ro plaidie, I can mend it wi' a 
new ane. I*m a wearer. 

Major — A weaver ! Pasbaw !— (Retires up the stage, snapping his fingers at 
with great contempt.) 

MaoS.— Weei, sir, the neist time that ye'U fecht, lat it be wi' a soord, 
like a christian, and no wi' a red-hot poker, like a wild Indian savage. 

BAILIE— My conscience ! a man maun dae his best. I was obleeged to 
grip at tbe first thing that cam in my way : and, as Pm a Bailie, I wadna 
dee ire a better.— Flourishes the Poker. 

Major— Come, come, lei's drink and agree like honest fellows.— (sheathes 
his sword— Francis and MacStuart do the same, and the Bailie replaces the 
poker J 

Bailie— Weel, noe I find there's nae hole m my tame, I'll no be the 
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wanr for putting something in tilPt— (seats himself— he and the Major eot- 
verse together,) 

Enter ANDREW FaTRSERVTCE, L. 1 E., terrified for fear of intruding- 
FRANCIS beckons him forward — DOUGAL appear* at the window watching,) 

Andrew— I'm an honest lad, sir— I wadaa part wi' yer honour lightly— 
but, the — the— the — the — read that I— {puts a piece of bread (a roll) in the 
hand of FRANCIS, who throws it from him ; ANDREW rune and lifts it and puts it 
into his pocket)— lt*a no right to spoil the mercies that way — (takes off kit 
bonnet and bringing out a letter gives it to FRANCIS) — There yer honour. 

Francis— "Tib from Campbell I— (teads.) 

u There are hawks abroad, and I eannot meet yon at AberfotI, as intended. 
The bearer is faithful, and may be trusted ; he will guide yon to a place where nt 
will be safe and free to look after certain affairs, in which I hope to be your 
guidance." 

ROBERT MACGREGOR CAMPBELL. 

Hawks ! he means the government, forces. From whom did yon reoeive 
this? 

Andrew— Frae a Hieland deevil wi' a red head — that — that— (perceh* 
DOUGAL'S head at the window J 

Francis— Have the horses saddled, and be ready at a minutes notice.— 
(DOUGAL, satisfied that the letter has been read, disappears,) 

Andrew— De'il be in my feet if I stir a tae's length far'er — to gang into 
Rab Roy's country is a mere tempting o' Providence, and 1*11 no do't 

Francis— Wait without— one way or the other I will determine speedily. 

Andrew— I dinna gie a d— n how ye determine* sir, bat I winna do't— 
I'm no sic a born idiwut — I'll no dot. Exit L 

Bailie— Let Glasgow flourish ! I'll bear no language offensive to the 
Dnke o' Argyle, or the name o' Campbell. My conscience! Remember 
the het poker ! I say, he's a credit to the country, and a good freend to 
onr toon and trade. 

Major — Ah ! there'll be a new warld soon — we shall have no CampbtW 
cocking their bonnets so high, and protecting thieves and murderer*, to 
harry and spoil better men, and malr loyal clans. 

Bailie — Sir, ye gie your tongue owre great a leesence— ye may be naif 
loyal clans, but, by my sou), ye're no better men. 

Major— No ? 

BAILIE— No !— (BAILIE takes the poker, fight again with MacStuabt m 
GALBRAITH/or a considerable time, this is THE fight, FRANCIS endeavours * 
separate them,) 

Francis— Pray, gentlemen, do not renew your quarrel ; in a few momeoU 
we must part company. 

MaoS.— Weel, weel, there's nae occasion for ony mair het blade. Bo* 
yon most keo, sir, that we are harried oot o' all patience here wi' meeting* 
to put down Rab Roy. I hae chased the MacGregor mysel— bae had him * 
pay like a red-deer ; bnt still tho Duke o' Argyle gi ea him shelter* Ob • 
it's enengh to make a man mad* I wad gi'e something to be at net* blP 
as I hae been. 

Bailie- Wad ye ?— (Ironically, replacing the poker.} 

MacS.— Ay. 
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Baiub— Yell forgfe me, frieh', for speaking my mind, but ft% my tbon 
on'd hoe gi'en the best battof on yoar coat to hae been as far awa* 
lab Roy then, as yon are noo. My ceneeienoe I my net poker wad hae 1 



thought, 
yon'd hae gi'en the"best buttof on yoar coat to hae been as far awa' me 
Rab Roy then, as yon are noo. My conscience I my net poker wad hae been 
naething to his claymore. 

Macs.— Yon tamo'd wearer body yon t one word malr aboot that filthy 
poker, by my saul, 111 mak yon alt it, and sax inches o' oauM steel into the 
pergain. (Draws his dirk and makes at Him.) 

BAILIE— (running, to nw the poker) — Wall yon sir 7 

Major— Weel, weel, the house will surely bold as all* so tot's drink and 
gree like honest fellows.— (retraining MaoStuart) 

Oalbrarh lifts Ku hat and bows tfery low signifying surrender, MacStVAET 

Francis-- Come, come, gentlemen, tot us all be friends here* and drink to 
all friends far away. 

Each has a glass in hand, and during the song the BaiLIB pours the 
e/his on aw finqer which has been burned during the fight, 

80NG by Francis. 
Old A»— Auld Langsyne. 

Words by Burnr* Mosio by James Millet 

8bonld said acqaaiatanoe be forgot. 

An 9 never brought to miod f 
8hould sold aeqaaiotanee be forgot, 
An' the days o' langsy ne ? 

Foraoldlaagsyne, my friends, 

For auld lsjogsyne, 
We'll tak a enp e? kindness yet* 
Vow auld langsyne* 

CttORca. For auld langsyne, 6c« 

An' here* n hand my trusty friend. 

An' girt a baud o* thine* 
An' well toom the stoup-to friendships growth* 

An' daya of auld mogsy ncv 

CBOBOTh For anld langsyne, &o. 

An' surely youll be your pint-stoop, 

An' surely FU be mine, 
An* well tak a right gude willy-wacht* 

For anld langsyne. 

Chorus* For autit langsyne, ftc 

(As they, retire up t the rofi of a Down is heard without.} 
Mntor JlAlf M*oALPBfS, in ahrm,L. c. D. 
JBAK-Tho red seats t the tad eeats I What* to- be dun? t Beftwoe* 
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sogers aecfrsaxons, and oaterans, and cattle-lifters, and heiship and bhid- 
abed 9 an honest woman would live quieter in bedlam than on the Highland 
line. Extol* 

Enter Captain Thornton, l. o. d. 

Cabtahj— (c.)— You, sir, I suppose,, are Major Galbraith, of the squadron 
•f Lennox Militia? and this is the Highland gentleman whom 1 wit 
appointed to meet in this plaoe V 

Major— -(L.)— You are right,, sir ; Captain Thornton, I presume. Will 
you take any refreshment f 

Captain— I thank you,, none— I am late, and desirous to make up time. 
1 have orders to search for and arrest two persons guilty of treasonable 

{radioes. Do these gentlemen belong to your party ? (Pointing to tk 
Bailie and Francis.) 

Raiub— (b.)— No, air-— we're traveller, sir— lawfu' travellers by land 
and sea. ' ' 

Captain— My instructions, to plaoe under arrest ah elderly and a yeas? 
.fs sw sn— you answer the description. 

Bailie— Mer Tak care what you say, sir— tafc care what you say I 
it'll no be your red coat, nor your laced hat, thatll protect you, gin yoo 
put an affront on me. Ill convene you in an action o' scandal and fame 
imprisonment.. Pm a free burgess, and a magistrate. NioolJarvie is my 
name — so was my faither** afore me. Fin a Bailie— be praised for the- 
honour! — and my faither was a Deacon— yes, sir,, he was Deacon o' the 
weavers; 

Major— True enough— his faither was a prickvear'd cur, and feogbt 
against the King at the Bottle of Bothwell- Brig. 

Bailie— I, ye are better acquaint wi' Bottleathan Rattles; hot bt 
faither paid what he ought, and what he bought, Major Galbraith, sioce J 
ken you are Major Galbraith ; and was an honester man than ever stood 
upon your olumsy shanks, Major Galbraith. 

Major— Clumsy shanks I (looking at his fops.) 

Captain*— I have no time to attend to all this. And you, sir,, what ids* 
your name be?— (to Francis), 

Francis— (r.)- -Francis Osbaldistone. 

Captain— What 1 a son of Sir Hildebrand Osbaldistone of Nortbumbes* 
fend * % 

Bailie— No, sir, a son tills better man— the great William OsbaldistonaJ 
Crane Alley, London, as Mr Owen has iU. # I 

CAPTAiNr-I am afraid, sir, your name only increases the suspicion 
against you, and lays me under the necessity of demanding your papers. 

Bailie — {asidey- That's a very modeat request. 

Francis — 1 have none to surrender.. 

Captain— What is that now in your breast f J 

Francis— Oh L to this you ace welcome —(giving *<— «uk>— Yet it &4| 
endanger— (to tfe Bailie)— I have done wrong. 

Bailie— What for did ye da* it then, ye gouk I . 

Castabt- 'Tis confirmed. Here 1 find you in written ©ommumcaW 
with the outlawed robber,, MaoGregor Campbell*. 

MAJORi-Spies of Bob !. 

M^!^8tiap Vmuptothe***fct*eot 

sWliTBi ^'frg-ndra*"' 1 fpnttaDt*»i* you ikftet* thece l sy»af *»^ 
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Captain— How came you possessed of this ? 

Francis — Yon will excuse my answering. 

Captain — (to Bailie)— Do you, air, know anything of this f 

Bailie— By the soul o' my faitber, the Deacon, no ! 

Captain— Gentlemen, yon are waited for,— (significantly to Galbbaith)— 
I'll thank you to order two sentinels to the door. 

Exeunt GALBRAITfi and MAO STUART. L. C D. 

Bailie— Sentinels t sentinels! What 

Captain — I can hear no remonatranoe — the service I am on gives me no 
time for idle discussions. Come, sir— 

Bailie — O, vera woel, sir, vera wee!. Ye're weleome to a tone on your 
ftia fiddle ; but if I dinna make ye danee till't, before I've done, my name's 
bo Nicol Jarvie t Gude save ns t arrest a bailie — a free burgess— a magis- 
trate—My conscience t 

Exeunt FRANCIS* BAIUB, and CAPTAIN THORNTON L. c. p. 



8CENE V.— Interior of a Highland Castle in the Wilde of Balqvither. 
Enter MaoGregor o/Balhaldih, Evan, Colin, Ranald, and HIGH- 
LANDERS, R 1 E. 

Balh— (reading Utter)—" The times are troublesome, and I am sore beset, 
wveral elans from the west, together with troopers and red coats from the 
■oath, have taken possession of my territory, and unless you send mo 
assistance, or prevail on the dans' to withdraw, there will be one less qf our 
oame before to-morrow's sou goes down. Your faithful cousin, " 

Robert MaoGregor. 
This most be looked to. Here, Evan, hasten to Aberfoil and see MacStoart 
tod the other chiefs that are there, and tell them (from me) in the name of 
King James whom we all respect, that they must retire and quit the coon- 
fty of the MaoGregor, that the cause we all fight for, shall soon require 
weir swords, and not to waste their best blood in petty quarrels of this 
description, and unless they return to their homes at once, I shall hold them 
responsible for the safety of the MaoGregor. Exit Evan, l. 1 a. 

Enter MESSENGER, B, IB. 

Mess— There is a Sassenach without, wishes to speak with your honour, 
* e "*y*i he has a pass and wishes to communicate with Rob Roy. 

Balh— Admit him — (Exit Messenger, b. 1 e.)— This must be the person 
Mentioned in Sir Frederick Vernon's letter, or perhaps the Pretender him- 
*", and should it be, how highly 1 am honoured. 

Enter ME88ENGER and MORRIS, B. 1 B. 

Morris— Most noble sir, I am the bearer of an important message from 
urgashleigh Osbaldistone to Rob Roy, concerning matters of great import- 
■A*« j certain cause, I bavo sought for Rob Roy every where, and can- 
"*nnd him, so I have been directed to you as the most likely person to 
P^oare this meeting, or inform me where he can be found, as I understand 
J©* are his relation and confidant. 
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BaljB—I most fart know the natej-e of your business with him before 1 
can lend my aid to any such meeting, these are troublesome times. 

Morris— Well, then, it is to request that Rob Roy will meet with Mr 
Rashleigh Osbaldistone at the Clachan of Aberfoil, to eonfer on mitten 
teaching a certain person over the water. — (Significantly) 

Bale— Your wish shall be grsnted; but if there be treachery in tbe mat. 
ter look to it. This Messengershall guide you to the MacGregor. Ranald, a 
word— (aside)->.be sure that this sassenaoh is retained as a hostage, until the 
MacGregor returns from this meeting. I have my suspicions, for if Mr 
Osbaldistone is not true to his family he cannot be tree to us. 

Morris — (a&idey^lt is accomplished, my appointment is certain and now 
they may hang the whole lot of them. Rebels and Royalists, for ought t 
care. Exit Morris and Ranald, b. 1 & 

Bale— It is to be hoped the day is not far distant that shall see Laws 
made for the Gael as well as the Saxon, and a -rightful King, deserving ttw 
homage of both % administering them. Come, Colin, refresh our memory 
with some pleasing strain. , 

COLIN'S SONG. 

Words by Scott.— Ant, Exile of Erin* 

There is mist on the mountain, and night on the wale. 
But more dark is the aleep of the sons of the Gael. 
A stranger commanded — it sunk on the land, 
It has frozen each heart* and benumb'd every hand I 

The deeds of oar sires if our bards should rehearse, 
Let a blush or a blow be the meed of their verse J 
Be mute every string and be husb'd every tone, - 
That shall bid us remember the fame that is ftowo I 

Ye sons of the strong, when that dawning shall break, 
Need the barp of the aged remind you to wake ? 
That dawn never beam'd on your forefather's eye, 
But it roused eaoh high Chieftain to vanquish or die. 

Awake on your hills, on your islands awake, 
Brave sons of the mountain, the frith and the lake t 
*Tia the bugle — but not for the chase is the call j 
'Tib the pibroch's shrill summons— but not to the balh 

•Tis the summons of heroes for oenqaest or death, 
When the banners are blaajng on mountain and heath i 
They eall to the dirk % the claymore, and the targe* 
To the march and the master, the line and the oharge. 

Be the brand of each Chieftian like Fins in his ire t 
« May the blood through his veins flow like currents of Are r 

Burst the base foreign yoke as yonr sires did of yorOf 
Or die like yonr sires and endure it no more ! 

At end of song HIGHLANDERS draw their Swords and shout " We w8I» w * 
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8CENE VI.— The Clachan of Aberfoil. A few miserable-looking Urt>- 
roojed hopels in various parts fifths crates, witch rise. immediately behind 
than, interspersed with brushwood, frc. The back of the scene exhiibiis th* 
distant Highland country, Bart of a house, the inn, conspicuous near 4k* 
front, L. 2'b. 

11 ACSTUART enters from inn, L. followed by Major GalbbaTTH, V>no 'bet- 
tons on the SERGEANT, from R. 'and afUr giving him directions to plMs 
Sentinels before the inn door, exits with MacStuaRT, R. The SER- 
GEANT brings on Me SOLDIERS, R. who range themselves in the backgrovnik 
two Sentinels are placed in front of the inn. Enter CAPTAIN THORN* 
TON, from the inn, L. 

Captain— Sergeant, make the men fall in. 

dExi< Sergeant, l.u.il 
We mutf at -once get under arms. I cannot be' mistaken— these strangers 
most be the persons described by Rishleigh T)sbaldistone. Yet his own 
relative, one would think^ might have been overlooked. No, no— he is one 
that makes do exceptions. The self-interested wretch that would have 
first betrayed his country, and now his dearest friends, respects no tie tt 
honour, kindred, or affection. Sentinels, bring but your prisoners. 

The SENTINELS enter the inn, I*. At the same instant a noise i* "heard with- 
out— the SERGEANT and two men enter, dragging forward Dougal from 
L. u. B. followed by the INHABITANTS©/ the village, consisting of Wa-sttsT 
<•*•? CHILDREN j they em eager far the safety o/DOUOAL, and with diffir 
•cuky suppress their fnmity4o the SOLDIERS, 

DOUGAL— Oigh, oigh! 

Sebgeant— Bring him along ! 

People— Oigh, oigh ! Poor Dougal ! 

Captaih— (l. c.)— Cease this howling, and let the man be heard. 

Dougal— (a.)— Oigh, oigh. t 

]Bb8geant-h(r,.c.)— Wo caught this fellow lurking behind the inn, Cap- 
tain— he confesses to having seen Rob Roy within this half-hour. 

Captain — How many men had he with him, fellow, when you parted f 

Dougal— She cannot just be fery sure about tat. 

Captain— Your life depends upon your answer. How many rogues had 
that outlawed scoundrel with him 9 

Dougal— No aboon half so mony as there wud pe here the «©o.— (Look* 
**mdJiim.) 

Captain*— And wliat thieves' errand were you despatched upon ? — 
(Dougal looks about him, as beset with doubt and difficulty)— Spezk, rascal, 
instantly ! Til not give you time to hatch a lie— what errand S 

Dougal— Just to see what your honour and the red eoats wad pe want 
at Aberfoil. 

Ester the SENTINELS from the Inn, L. conducting FRANCIS QsBALWSCONB 
und Bailie XiCQhjAWi&,who came down i*. 

Bailie— (b. c.) — Meroy on us ! they've gripped the puir Dougal creature. 
Captain, 111 put in bail, sufficient bail, for that Dougal creature. 
Captain— (l. o.)— You know him then— are interested for his safety f 
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Baiub— Yes, sir, he did me a good tarn ance, when I wm sair beset, and 

Captain— Mr Jarrie, yon will please to recollect, thai tor the present 
yea likewise ere a prisoner. 

Bailie— Me T My conscience ! 8ir, I tak yon to witness the eaptaia 
refuses snffieient bail— (taking one of the 8EIIT1NBL8 by the breast)— The 
Dougal ereatore has a gude action o' wrangeons imprisoouient, and roe see 
him righted— I'se see him righted. 

Captain— Mr Janrie 

Baiub— Mr Bailie Janrie, gin ye please, sir* 

Captain— Well, then, Mr BaiHe Janrie, unless yon keep your opinions te 
yourself, I shall resort to unpleasant measures. - 

Baiub— My conscience 1 wall ye really? 

Captain— Now, my friend, let us understand eaeh other. Ton have con- 
fessed yourself a spy, and should string up to the next tree— but, come, if 
you will lead me and a small party to the place where you left your mas. 
tor, yon shall then go about your business, and 111 giro you fire guineas 
earnest to boot. 

Dougal— Oigb, oigh J she eanna do tat she'd rather be banged first 1 

Captain— Hanged, then, yon shall be. 

Bailie— Hanged 1 My conscience ! 

Captain— 8ergeant, away with him ! 

Psoras— O hone, O hone ! 

The 8KBGBANT seizes DOUGAL and places a rope about his meek umd Jva 
SOLDIERS are dragging him away when DOUGAL relents* 

DOUGAL— Hooly, booty, she'll do her honour's bidding. 

Baiub— Wull ye ? Then ye deserre to be hanged, ye Hieland deevil t 
Awa' wi' him— awa' wi' him ! he's owre lang leering ! 

Captain— Mr Janrie— Mr Bailie Janrie, it'a my belief, sir, when year 
own turn arrives, you will not be in such a deril of a hurry. 

Baiub- Me— mine ? Fm a Bailie - my faither was a Deacon ! My cos- 
science ! wad ye hang a Magistrate ? 

Dougal— Shell no ask her to gang ony layer then just to let yon set 
whar the red Gregaraoh is 1 

Captain— Not a step. 

Dougal— And te fire guineas f 

Captain— Here they are.— (takes omt his purse, and counts the Money ints 
Dangers hands)— One. 

Dougal— Aon. 

Captain— Two. 

Dougal— Da. 

Captain— Three. 

Dougal— Tri. 

Captain— Four. 

Dougal— Ceither.— (a pause, CAPTAIN feeUng in his purse— DOUGAL imps- 
ffear)— Coig ! 

Captain— Coig ! what the deril done the fellow mean f Coig !— (Baiui 

Bailib— Try bim wi' anither. 

Douoal— (recoite***?)— Hout, teerD, fire, nm. 



Digitized by LiOOQ iC 



SOB BOX. to 

CAPTAIN— Obi— (ghes km the fifth guinea.) 

Bailie— Tbe Dougal creature's waor thaa I thought fain— ft warldly and 
perfidious creature ! My worthy faitber, the deacon— rest be wi' him, 
honest man !— used to say that goad slew mair souls than tbe sword did 
bodies— and it's true, it's tree. Oh, Dougal ! Dougal ! I'm dune wi' ye no*. 

DouOal— Baud your whisht, Bailie — hand your whisht 

Captain— Mr QsbaMistooe, and you, Mr BatUe Jarvie, if loyal, and 
peaceable subjects, will not regret being detained a few hours, when it 
» essential to tbe king's service— if otherwise, I need no excuse far act- 
ing according to my duty,— (to Dodqal)— Now, observe, if you attempt to 
deceive me, you die by my band J 

Bailie — My conscience! 

Douual— (aside)— She's no just sure about tat. 

Two 8ENTIWEL8 or* placed on each side of the BAJLIB, who lookt at them 
with anger and dismay —the some is done with Fbangis— Dovoal' leads 
the march, the CAPTAIN holding a pistol at his head as he marches by his 
side. 
Captain— March 1 
MiKtaty Music— they march from 0. to B. then round and up L. and off* 
B. U. B. — Music dies away as they disappear— Enter Rob Rot, and 
RaSHLKIGH OSBALDISTONB from behind the hut, L. IT. E— ROB it dressed 
injull Highland costume, but without arms, hie hair and beard are reg% and 
« white cockade on his bonneU 

Rob— (b. c.)— Who'd have thought Dougal bad so much sense under thai 
ragged red pow of his t 

Rash— (l. c.)— Did he act then by your direction f 

Rob— Troth did he— and well acted it was! Hell lead the Saxon Cap- 
tain up the Loch ; but not a red-coat of them will come back to tell what 
they .landed in. 

Rash— And their prisoners— my cousin and the Bailie t 

Rob— They'll be safe enough while DougaTs with them. 

Rash— (aside)— Perhaps not. 

Rob— Fetch sny 4irk and claymore, some of you. I must away. 

Rash— (astoV)— If Thornton baa been fool enough to be led into an am- 
buscade. This opportunity shall not be lost, 

Rob— Bajr dirk and claymore 3 I must attack these buauards in the rear. 

A BOT rwu/rom B, into the inn, X*. 

Rash— A word, MacGregor. Ton told your whole force was disposed to 
watch tbe different parties sent to surprise you. 

Rob— I did. * 

Rash— How then have you been able to provide so suddenly for this 
tnexpeoted party of Thornton's* 

Rob— Look around you- 

Rash— Well! 

Rob— Think you that any but old men, women, and bairns, would stand 
idle when king James's cause or MacGregor's safety needed them f Ten 
determined men might keep the pass of Leonard against a hundred — and I 
rat every man forward that had strength to wield a dirk or draw a trigger 

Rash— Indeed 1 move on then 
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i BOSiBdT^tocftmC— Me BoT enters from tan, with the e7aymor«--llA8R. 
IAHZH m&m ft ami eaZfr "Galbraitb* MacStuart !"— tfc People 
*• skoutSiOB Rot mm he is betrayed, and runs to R. U, E. where he is nut 
. . i -by Two SOLDIERS, who point their gum at him— he rushes across to L U E 
is met by two more Soldiers, then to R 2 E. wAere Ae t» ma* by. Gal- 
* .BRAlTH, {Aen toh. 2 E. u;Aer* fa is met by, MaoStuart— he then makes, a 
rush at Rashleigh, who keeps him at bay with his drawn sword— Tab- 
leau -Bob Rot is bound by SOLDIERS with a cord after a great struggle. 

" Rash— (r.)— Now, Macgregor, we m eet;as befits us, for the first time. 

ROB—(c)— But not the last. Ob, villain I villain! villain! . 

Rash— I should better have deserved that reproach, when under toe 
direction of an able tutor, I sought to introduce civil war into the bosom of 
• peaceful country ; :bot I have done my best to atone for my errors. Gal- 
brattb, let him be mounted on the same horse with the strongest trooper of 
your squadron, bmofciei in 4fte same belt, and guarded on every »i4e> '**» 
lie's safe in the garrison. . • •. 

Rob— There's a day of reckoning at handl think on't— dream on t— 
there's no^t a red AfccGregor in the country, but from thia time forward 
niarks you for a Traitor's' doom. There's a day to come-r^oa have not yet 
subdued 'Rob Roy! ', 

Rash— Away with him ! 
Miliiiary Music— Uob Rot is led off % JL U. B. looking steadfy oYRaSH* 
LEIGH. , ,"""'". 

FiNALB— People and Soldiers. 
j Words by -Terry,— Music by Bishop. . ' ', 

Chorus. Tramp, tramp, o'er tools and fell, 
People. MacQregor's ) - ,. 
Soldiers. The robber's \ r<Mma » 
People MacGrefcor'sl y^^a 
Soldiers. The traitor's J w>,uia » 

And wailing clans shall hear his knell, 
Whose battle cry 
, . . Was 1 * win or die!" 

, , , SOLO. 

WoiCAK. Guardian' spirits' of .the bra**' 

Freedom grant, the chieftain save. . 
Chorus. Tramp, tramp, &c 

The Curtain descends, on Picture. ., 



END OF ACT THE 8BC0ND. 
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ACT THIRD, 

SCENE I— TTie pass of Lochard, with a huge rock L 2 "b.— Military 
Music — Highlanders discovered on the look-out, as soon as Dougal 
appears, he makes a sign to them and they disappear Enter DOUGAL, 
Captain Thornton, holding a pitstol to Dodgal's head, Francis 

OSBALDISTONE, BAILIE, SERGEANT £* SOILDfiUS, R, U E, across and 
down R. 

Captain— (c.)— Halt ! front !— (to Dougal)— Go to the front, sir t— (to 
the Bailie)— Now, sir, you wish to speak with me. 

Bailie— (r.) — Tea, captain, I crave that liberty ; and for -the sake o' a* 
concerned, I'm sorry you didna grant it a full' half hour gane by ! for it** 
my sincere advice, for the sake a' yer . friends in- general, and mysel', in 
particular, that you make the best o* your way back again to a place o' 
safety — if you do not, by the hand o' my body, there is no ane o* us will 
gang hame to tell the tale. 

Captain— Make. yourself easy, sir! 

Bailie- Easy t I canna mak myseP easy, sir. My conscience ! he'll 
bae ns a' butcber'd.— (aside ) 

Captain — As you are friends of the Government, gentlemen, you will be 
happy to learn that it is impossible this gang of ruffians can escape the 
measures now taken to suppress them. Various strong parties from the 
garrison of Inversnaid secure the hills in different parts j three hundred 
Highlanders are in possession of the upper, while Major Galbraith and his 
troopers occupy the lower passes of the country, and are in full possession 
of the Vale of Menteith, 

. Bailie— Ab ! that sounds a' very weel ; but in the first-place, there's 
naair brandy than brains in the head o' that Major Galbraith : in the next 
I wadna hae you place owre muckle confidence in the Highlanders— corbies 
winna pick out corbies' een. They may quarrel amang themsel's, and gie 
ilk ither a stab wi* a dirk, or a slash wi' a claymore now and then ; but 
tak my word for't they are sure to join in the long run against a' fo'ks that 
wear Greeks on the hinner ends, and hae got purses in their pockets, . 

Captain— (L. o. suddenly turning to, Dougal)— The route you have led us 
is dangerous, and therefore suspicious. 

Dougal— (l.)— Weel, weel, Dougal didna mak the roads. 

Bailie— That's very true. 

Dougal— If the sb en tlemene wad gang upon better gaits, they should 
hae staid at names at Glasgo'. 

Bailie— Thatthey should indeed ! 

Dougal— Besides, your honour can no tink to tak the red Gregarach 
without some wee taoger. 

Bailie— The Dougal creature's right again. 

Captain— You dog, if you have deceived me, I'll blow your Wains out on 
the spot. 

Dougal— Maybe I, an maybe yea. (aside) 

Captain— Your caution, sir, shall not go unregarded,— (to the Bailie)— 
but we must proceed. 

Bailie— (b. G.)— Proceed ! My conscience! there's something deevtU 
feh hard ip being obliged to risk ane'a life in a Quarrel with which he hat 
nae concern. - 
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Francis— I sincerely grieve that your kindness for me has led you into 
perils it) a cause which ia now so hopeless. 

Bailie—Wo may shako hands on't. Our troubles will woe be owre, 
and I shall slumber wi' my worthy faither the deacons-rest and bless him, 

Captain— Now, my lads, forward ! 

HELEN MacGreGOR appears on a point of a projecting rock, L. 2 E. with a 
claymore and target — a brace of pistols in her belt* and a mans red bonnet 
and tartin plaid, and her hair fiowinq over her shoulders, arms and face 
weather beaten. Exit DOUGAL, L. 3 R. with a scream. 

Helen— Hold, there ! stand t Tell me, what seek you in the country of 
the MacGregor ? 

. Bailie— By the soul o' my faither, the deacon ! it's Bab's wife, Helen ! 
therell be broken heads amang us in three minutes. 

Helen— Answer me \ what is it you seek ? 

Captain- (a)— The outlawed rebel Macgregor Campbell. Offer no vain 
resistance, and assure • yourself of kind treatment. We make no war on 
women. 

Helen— Ay, I am no stranger to your tender mercies ! Ye hare left me 
neither .name, nor fame — my mother's bones will shrink in their grave 
when mine are laid beside them. Te have loft me neither house nor hold- 
blanket or bedding — cattle to feed, or flocks to clothe us — you have taken 
from us all— all I the very name of our ancestors yon have taken from up, 
and now you come to seek our lives t 

Captain— I seek no man's life, nor would I rashly lose my own. 

Bailie— Nor I mine ! 

Captain— You have, therefore, nothing to fear— but should there be 
any among yon hardy enough to offer unavailing resistance, their own 
blood be on their heads. A hundred guineas for Rob Roy 1 

Helen— Fire f 

Captain— Forward 1 

7 he heads of the HIGHLANDERS appear above the roths— a volley is fired as 
HELEN disappears— the first party of SotUDRRO, led on by the SERGEANT, 
return it, and rush forward 1*— the BAILIE at the first discharge starts,runs 
about in great alarm, and scrambles up a rock, L. — DOUGAL at the same 
time rushes on with Highlanders, l. who drive the Solders vp the pass, 
• X.—-then re-enter Dot gal R. and Captain THORNTON L they look at 
each other, CAPTAIN fires a pistol at DOUGAL, they fight and at last 
Dougal bears off the Captain, b. 1 B. then re-enters lifts the two swords 
and says: 

Dougal— Where will she get ony more to sloo. Ah Bailie I see yon, I 
see you. Hand a wee. 

Rushes off to assist the BAILIE, L. the drums, bugles and bagpipes heard 
incessantly— as the tumult subsides in the distance, FRANCIS who has gone 
off, B. 1 E. now re-enters by same. 

Francis— The contest has terminated, and I fear, fatally for the assttanta. 
Bnt where is my poor friend f I saw him in a situation of imminent danger, 
but I trust no random shot has confirmed his melenoholy prophecy. 

&SU*-{witbmt, L. 2 E.)-My conscience I 
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Enter- BAILIB, L 2 B. greatly disordered, one of the skirts of his coat torn off\ 
and raggedy his wig off, showing his bale! pate,— he seizes a cocked' hat 
which is left by Captain Thornton, on tie 'ttage, and in his confusion, 
puts it on his head the reverse way* 

Bailie— My conscience ! 

Francis— Somewhat damaged, T perceive ; but 1 hearifly rejoice the 
ease is do worse. 

Bailie— Thank ye, thank ye — the case is naething to brag ©' — they say 
a friend sticks as close as a blister. My conscience 1 I wish I had fand it 
**e— (putting himself to rights)— When I cam' op to this cursed country — 
forgie' me for swearing— on nae anefeerrand but yours, Mr Osbaidistone ' r 
d'ye think it was fair, when my foot slipped, and I hung by the hurdies to 
the branch o' a ragged thorn, to leave me dangling, like the sign o' the 
Golden Fleece owre the door o' a mercer's shop in the Trongate ? I>'ye 
think it was kind, fi say, sir, to let me be shot at like a regimental target 
let up for ball practice, and never ance try to help me down, sir f 

Francis— My good sir, recollect the impossibility of my affording you 
any relief, without assistance. But bow were you able to extricate your- 
self? 

Bailie— Me extricate 1 My conscience ! I should hae hung there, like 
Mahomet's coffin, till the day o' Pentecost, 'gin it hadna been for that 
Doagal creature. lie out aif the tails o* my coat, and clappit me on my 
legs again, as clean- as if I had never been aff them.. 

Francis— And where is Dougal now ? 

Bailie- Following your example, sir I 

Francis— My example fe Whatfs that ? 

Bailib — Taking deevilish gude care o' himsel'. He warned me to keep- 
clear o' that amiable leddy we saw the noo ; and troth, he's right there 
again* for ftab himsefs frightened at her, when, her Maid's up. 

Francis— Do you know her f 

Bailib— A deevilish deal ower weeU-but id's- lang since we've met) aud- 
it's odds if she'll remember me. 

Two or three HlfiLANDERS rush on, from B. 2 B.— 'OoVOALftom L. 2. B. 

Highlanders— Mair Saxons ! whis a brace o' ball through 'em ! 
Dougal— CO.)— Haud, hand! they're friends to* the MaoGregor. 
Bailie— Yes, I carena wha kens it— I'm a MacGregor^— we're baith Mac- 
fe egors I .- (March heard without ) 

Jfntm\ HELEN MacGk&QQ&, followed by HIGHLANDERS, advances down tU 
pass, L. U. E. 

Helen— (R. c.)— Englishmen and without arms J— that? s strange* where 
there is a MacGregor to hunt and slay !: 

Bailie— (L. hesitating)— I— lam very happy— exceeding happy— to hao 
this joy fu' opportunity —ahem! — this joyf u' occasion o' wishing my kins- 
man Bab's wife— a — {she looks at hint with great contempt) — a very good 
morning.. 



Helen— (c. Y -Is it so t 
Bailie— Xe'll maytx 



ybe hae forgotten me* Mistress Helen Campbell, but— 
Helen— How £ Campbell L My foot's upon, m$ native beatb* and* m; 
aame ia MaaGcagojL 
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Bailie— Very wcel, Mrs <^p— Misti^ Rob Roy— tats— Mm MacCr* 
gor, I beg pardon— I would just crave tbe liberty o v a kinsman tosalote yoa> 

Helen— What fellow art thou, tbat dare claim kindred with oar clao, yet 
neither wear our drees nor speak our language 1 Who are yon thst bars 
tbe tongue and habit of the hound, yet seek to* shelter with the deer f 

Bailie— Why, my mither, Eltpeth Afttefarlane, was tbe wife o' my faither 
Nice! Jarvie— she was the daughter o' Parlane Maefarlaoe, and Maggy Mao- 
farlane married Duncan MecNab, wha stood in the fourth degree 

Helen— And dotb tbe stream of rushing water acknowledge soy rela- 
tionship with the portion that's withdrawn from it for ike/ mean domeitie 
use of those who dwell upon ite banks I 

Bailie — Maybe no — but when the summer's sun has dried up tbe brook, 
and left naetbing but tho cbueky-stsnes,. it wad fain hae that portion back 
again. 1 ken ye hand ua Glasoa bodies unco eheap ; but Lord help ye 
Mrs Ca— MaoGregor, think what a figure I should out wi' my pair said 
hardies in a kilt, and hose gartered below the knee^ My conscience ! I 
wad be a bonny figure* I hae been very serviceable to Rab as I am, and 
wad be mair sae, gin be wad leave aff his evil ways, and no disturb tbe 



r"s peace. 

m&en— Yes— You, and snob as you, would have us hewers of wood and 
drawers of water— you'd hare us find cattle for you* banquets, and sebjeeti 
for your laws to oppress and trample on. But we are free— free by the 
Tory act which baa left us neither house nor hearth, food or ooreriog r- 
whieh has bereaved us of all— all but vengeance t 

Bailie— For heaven's sake dinna apeak o' vengeance t 

Helen— I will apeak o't— I will perform it too. I will carry on tiuaaay'* 
work by a deed tbat shall break all bonds between MaeGregor and tbe 
Lowlaaders for ever. Here I Allan, Dougal, bind these Sassenaobs seek 
and heels, and throw them into the Highland Lock to seek for their Bigs- 
land kinsfolk. 

Bailie. -My conscience 1 

Dougal— (l.o )— Oigh ! to be surely, ber honour's pleasure maua be dosf* 

Bailie— Ye dinna art a pleasure tae drown folk I 

Dougal— To be surely. 

Bailie— Ah ! but Dougal ye keu me.. 

Dougal— But I ken her far langer— {Laying hoUofhim.) 

Bailie— But ye mind tbe Toolboth, man Dougal. r 

Dougal— Oh sy ! they are friends o' te ohiefTas I ean testify* and earn 
here on his assurance o' welcome and safety, (to Helen) 

Hblek— Dog r were I to order you to tear out their hearts, and pi*" 
them in each other's breast, to see which there oould best plot treason 
against the MaoGregor— would you dare to- dispute myorders f— (<****: 
vokee are heard, tinging the burthen of u Tbe Lament,") Hark I hark I **■ 
means that strain r— (on emotion of alarm in the HlGHLAKDEE8^-BB*" 
becomes more agitated a$ the eound approach) Why is this t Why a laatf* 1 
in the moment, of victory 1 * 

(Enter Robert, Haiosh* Sone of Bob Boy, and a party ^THlGBLAEOEBS L D *' 
Robert, Hamish, where's the MaoGregor t Where's your father JMjJ 
intimate, his onrttOTtu}— Ah I a prisoner— taken prisoner L Then l^ G J5f5 
dies 1 Cowards, did f nurse you for this, that you should spare your W** 
en your father's enemies— that you should tew bis* tnkssa ~~~"' 
"Lte-teUitt AbLeeward— oowasdsL 
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Hamish— The M icOregor wu called out upon a trysting with a Lowland 
hftlliao, who came with a token from Riahleigh Oabaldistone. Oar brave 
father accepted the invitation, but commanded that the Sft&on who brought 
the message, be detained aa a hostage, that good faith should be observed 
to him. 

Helen— And did you learn all this you falsehearted traitor, and not rush 
to your father's rescue, or leave your body in his place? Where is this 
Saxon son of a dog. 

Hamish— He is here, we have brought him with us. 

Helen— Set him before me. Ob Heavens ! Vengeance ! vengeance ! 

Highlanders drag on Morris, l. u. e who is pale and trembling hcfli* to 
HELEN, and on his knees endeavours to kiss ike hem of her plaid, she looks 
on- him with scorn. 

Morris*— Oh Madam, madam, mercy, mercy, I am innocent, I am innocent, 
Oh spare my life, spare my life, my life. 

Helen— 1 could bid you live, had life been to you the same weary and 
wasting burden that it is to me ; thdt it is to every noble and generous 
mind — But you, wretch, you could creep through the world unaffected by 
its various disgraces, its infallable miseries, its constantly accumulating 
masses of crime and sorrow, you could live and enjoy yourself, while the 
noble nvnded are betrayed, while nameless and birthless villains tread on 
the neck of the brave and long descended. You could enjoy yourself like 
a butcher's d«»g in the shambles fattening on the garbage, while the slaugh- 
ter of the oldest and best went on around you, this enjoyment you will not 
live to partake of. You shall die, base dog, — and that before yon cloud 
has passed the sun. 

Morris —Oh Madam, madam, mercy, mercy, spare but my life, on my 
soul 1 am innocent, I am ignorant of any design on Rob R >y, whom 1 loved 
and respected, and it there has been any treachery it is not my doiug, I was 
but the agent of others, of Rashleigh Osbaldistone. Oh spare me, spare me. 
—{flies to Francis for protection) — Oh Mr Osbaldistone intercede for me, 
save tue, save me. 

Helen becomes impitient, and makes a sign to the Highlanders, who throw 
down MoRtus very .rudely \ and strip him of all excepting his shht and 
breeches, tie his hinds, bind his head in a plaid, and a stone about his neck, 
drag him up the rock, and throw him into the lake, the HlGHLANDbiKS 
stand with their swords watching hi>n. After gdet is restoted i Helen 
comes forward and is about to address the KaILIE and Francis. 

Bailie— (l.)— I take up my protest against this deed as a bloody and 
cruel imrder and heaven will avenge it. 

Helen — Then you do not fear to follow, a thousand such as that, will 
net ai one for my husband's life, 

Bailie— Kinswoman, nae man willingly wad cut short his thread of life 
before the eud'o' his pirn was fai'ly measured a if on the yarn winuels — Ami 
I hae fnuckle to do, an I be spaired in this world, public and private busi- 
ness, aa weel that belan^iug to the magistracy, as to my ain particular ; 
and nae doubt 1 hae some to depend on me, as puir Mat tie wha is an 
orphan, ste that laying a this theglther skin for skin, " yea all that man hatu 
Hill he gie for his life." . 

F 
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Helen— And were I to set you at liberty, what name would yon give the 
drowning of that Saxon dog ? 

Bailie— Ub, ah, hem, hem, I said study to say as little on that score as 
might be — least said is sunest mended. * 

Helen — But if you- were called on by the courts, ad you term them, of 
justice, what then would be your answer ? 

Bailie — (hesitating) — I see what you're driving me to the wa' aboot for. 
But I'll tell you't plain kinswoman. I behoved just to speak according to 
my ain conscience, and though your gudeman, that I wish had been here, 
for his ain sake and mine, as the Dougal there can tell ye, that Nicol Jarvie 
ean wink as hard at friend's failings as onybody. Yet, I'se tell ye kioswo- 
man, mine's ne'er be the tongue to belie my thoughts, and, sooner than say 
that yonder puir wretch was lawfully slaughtered, I wad consent to be laid 
beside him, though I think ye are the first Highland woman wad mint sic 
a doom to her husbands kinsman, but four tmes removed. 

Helen— {suddenly turning to Francis) — Your name is Osbaldistone ? the 
dog whose death you witnessed called you so. 

Francis— (l )— It is. 

Helen— Rashleigh ?— (presenting a pistol) 

Francis — No ; Francis. 

Helen — That word has saved you. — (nuts pistol in belt) — but you know 
Rashleigh Osbaldistone, he is your brother, if I mistake not, at least kins- 
man or near friend. 

Francis — Rashleigh is my cousin ; but, for what cause I am unable to 
divine, he is my bitterest enemy. 

Helen— I'll tell you the cause. You have unconsciously thwarted him ' 
in love and in ambition. He robbed your father's house of government 
papers, to aid a cause he has this day deserted, and by his treachery has 
my husband fallen. Dare you carry a message to these bloodhounds, from 
the wife of your friend ? 

Francis— I am ready to set out immediately — -(Cross to R.) 

Bailie— So am l.—^FoHowing Francis.) 

Helen— No. you must remain ; I have further occasion for you. Brio* 
forth the Saxon captain. Exit DOUGAL, R. 1 *■ 

Francis— (R.)— You will be pleased to understand, that I came into tn», 
country on your husband's invitation, and his assurance of aid in the recovery 
of those papers you have just now mentioned ; and my friend, Mr Jarvie, 
accompanied me on the same errand. , . 

Bailie— (L.)— And I wish your faeend Mr Jarvie's boots had been ro °\ 
boiling water, when he put them on for sic a damnable purpose. .. 

Helen— Sons, you may read your father in what this young man te» 
you — wise only when the bonnet's on his head, and the claymore is ij& 
hind. He never exchanges the tartan for the broadcloth, but he runs nun- 
self into the miserable intrigues of these Lowlanders, and becomes aga 
their agent, their tool, their slave 

Francis— And madam their benefactor. . t 

Helen— Be it so, for it is the most empty title of them all, since nen» 
uniformly sown benefits to reap a harvest of the most foul ingratitude. *> 
enough of this. 

Enter Captain Thornton, led on by Dougal, j-c, b. 1 b. who mark* t * 
place where the C APT AIN is to stand. 
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Douoal — You'll stood there, my praw lad. 

Helen— Now, mark well my message. If they injure a hair of the Mao- 

Gregor's head— if they do not set hi no at liberty within the sp ice of twelve 

p hours, I will send them their Saxon captain, and this Glasgow bailie, eac'.i 

bundled in a plaid, and chopped into as many pieces as there are checks in 

the tartan. 

Bailie— My conscience! For Heeven's sike dinna send sican a message ! 

Captain — (R.) — Give the commanding officer my compliments, sir — 
Captain Thornton's compliments, of the Royals — tell him to do his duty, 
and not to waste a thought upon me. I am only sorry for the poor fellows 
that have fallen into snob butcherly hands. If I have been deceived by 
these artful savages, I know how* to die for my error, without disgracing 
the king I serve, or the country that uave me birth ! 

Bailie — My conscience ! whisht ! are you weary o' your life ?— (cross to R) 
—Oh, Mr Osbaldis'one ! gie my service— Bailie Nicol Jarvie's service, a «ner- 
chant and a magistrate in the Sautmarket o* Glasgow— and tell them there are 
some folk here in great tribulation, and — (looking at HtSLEN) — like to come 
to mair ; and the best thing they can do for a' parties, is just to let Rab awa , 
and rnak' uae mair aboot it. 

Helen — Remember my injunctions! for as sure as that sun shall sink 
beneath the mountain, my words shall be fulfilled. If I wail, others shall 
wail with me — there's not a lady in the Lennox, but shall cry the Coronach 
for those she will ne loth to lose— there's not a farmer »>ut shall cry, " Weel 
awa'," over a burnt barn-yard, and an empty byre— there's not a laird shall 
jay his head on the pillow at night, with the assurance of being a live man 
in the morning. Allan conduct him on his way. 

The Bailie, unwilling to leave FRANCIS, u following him off, when a 
Highlander suddenly sezies him by the neck, and throws him round to L — 
Exit Francis and Allan as guide, r. 1 e Thornton retires guarded 
by Oougal, r. 1 E. 
Now, Allster, the « Lament ! " the " Lament ! » 

She sinks in grief upon the rock % L. 2 E. in front, her two SONS endeavour f 
be reconciled to her, she refuses, but at list embraces them, and sinks in 
grief upon their necks, ail are kneeling —picture. Scene closes to m rurnful 
music. 



SCENE IL— A rocky pass near the Lake of Menteith. Enter Francis, 
Andrew, and Allan, l. 1 a. Andrew dressed in an old kilt, sandals, 
and a rag of a plaid about him, he is much disfigured since the last time he 
appeared, 

Allan— (crossing to R )— Yonder is the camp of the Sassenach and here 
we must pai t, tor it would be dangerous for a MacGregor to venture fur- 
ther ; and if you value your own life or mine, or have any wish to prosper 
in your mission I charge you to tell no man who was your guide and where 
you parted with him. 

Francis— You may rely on my discretion I will implicate no one but my- 
self, and should my poor endeavours fail, and I am detained I will at least 
send my servant and let your Mistress know the result. 
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ALLAN— (crossing to L) — Then heaven speed you on your way, and I 
would advise yon to put a gag in the mouth of that loon, your pervant, 
for there seems o'er much gab and guti about him. 

Exit L. 1 E. 

ANDREW — Did ever onybody hear the like o* that, he would set up his 
impudence after haven tan** the very shoon and breeks aff me. and left me 
like a half-peeled onion. — (to Francis)— The deil be in my feet if I gang my 
taes length back again. Do the folk think I hae anitbrr thrapple in my 
pouch after the Highland wretches sneekit thi* ane, wi' their jocktaleg*, or 
that I can dive down at the tae side o' a H'ghland looh and rise at the 
tither like a shell drake, na, na v ilka ane for himsel' and the deil for us a*. 
Folk may just make a page o' their ain age, and serve themselves till their 
bairns grow up, and gang their ain errand for Andrew, for I'll no gang y»e 
step har»k wi ony message, I am getting ower near my ain doors for that. 

Francis— But the fate of MacGregor and the life of Zlr Jarvie depend 
upon it. 

Andrew— I dont care a snuff o' what may depend on it, TO no do't, R*h 
Roy never cam near the parish of Dreepdaily to steal either pippin or pear 
frae me or mine, so let them ory that's got hurt. HI awa' hame and get 
some decent claes to put on my baok. 

' Fxit R. 1 B. 

Francis— Would that my poor endeavours could restore my friends to 
liberty and this romantic country to peace and happiness ; but if I should 
fail in these endeavours, the MacGregors gathering cry will summon t'> the 
onslaught, hearts that are willing, and bauds that are able for any strife or 
warfare. 

SONG,— MACGREGOR S GATHERING. 
Words by Scott. Music by Alex. Lee. 

The moon's on the lake, and the mist's on the brae, 
And our clan has a name that is nameless by day ; 
Then gather, gather, gather, Grigalach ! 

Our signal for fight, which from monarcbs we drew, 
Must be heard but by night, in our vengeful halloo : 
Then halloo, halloo, halloo, Grigalach ! 

Glenorchy's proud mountains, Caleb urn and her towers, 
Glenstrae and Glenlyon no longer are ours — 
We're landless, landless, landless, Grigalach I 

But doom'd and devoted by vassal and lord, 
MacGregor bas still both bis heart and his sword ; 
Then courage, courage, courage, Grigalach ; 

8hould they rob us of name, and pursue us with beagles 
Give their roofs to the flames, and their flesh to the eagles, 
Come then, come then, come then, Grigalaoh t 

While there's leaves in the forest, and foam on the river, 
MacGregor despite them shall flourish fer ever \ 
Then gather, gather, gather, Grigalach 1 
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Through the depths of Loch Katrine the steed shall career, 
O'er the peaks of Benlomond the galley shall steer, 
And the roeks of Craig Royston like icicles melt. 
Ere our wrongs he forgot or our vengeance unfek ; 
Then vengeance, vengeance, vengeance, Grigalach ! 

Exit B. 1 B. 



SCENE III — A Rocky Glen with Water/all and the entrance to a Steep Pass . 
or For^ r. 2 E. Eider Soldiers, and take up position. Duke of 
Montrose, Galbraith, and MaoStuart, attended with friendly 
Highlanders, l, 2 e. 

Enter Francis, l. 1 e., conducted by a Soldier. 

M0NTR08E — c. Now sir, your name, and what is your business? 

Francis— l. My name is Osbaldistone. I have been an involuntary witness 
to the king's soldiers having suffered a defeat from the Highlanders, at the 
pass of Loch Ard ; and the victors threatened every species of extremity 
to those who have fallen into their power, as well as to the low country in 
general, unless their chief, Rob Roy MacGregor Campbell, who has been 
made a prisoner, be returned to them uninjured. 

Montrose— I am extremely sorry for the unfortunate gentlemen 
who have been made prisoners ; but I have no other alternative, Rob 
Hoy Campbell, whom they call MacGregor, must die ; and you may return 
to them who sent you, and say so. — {Turns away.) 

Francis— I assure your Grace, I am very sorry to be the bearer of such 
a message, as it will pla<»e in immediate peril the lives of two gentieraeo, 
Captaiu Thornton, and Mr Jarvie, in whose behalf, my Lord, allow me to 
recommend your Grace to reconsider the matter, 

Montrose— It's utterly impossible. 

Major— R. My Lord, although I have little reason to like the prisoner, Rob 
&^y ; still I would recommend to yonr Grace to save his life. Send him to 
Stirling Castle, and keep him there by way of security, for the peace of 
his clan. 

Montrose — Galbraith did not use to be so friendly disposed to robbers 
and thieves. - 

Major — Your Grace knows that I have little cause for friendship to Rob* 
Roy seeing that he has twice cleared out my byres ; but he's an auld-furrand 
carle, and if you spair his life, he may listen to reason ; whereas, his wife 
aud sons are such reckless fiends, without either fear or mercy about them ; 
and while he lives he can control them, but, were he dead, they will be- 
come a worse plague to the country than ever 5 and, as the long nights are 
coming in, they will be very troublesome. 

Montrose — Before we determine, I will examine this daring free-booter 
before you all, and make you sensible by your own eyes, and ears, of the 
extreme unfitness of leaving him space for further outrage — bring forth the 
prisoner. 

Enter ROB RoT, L. 2 B. well guarded, with his hands tied behind, and 
bound to a trooper^ EWAN of BriquLaND. 
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Montrose — It ia long since we met, Mr CawpheM— (With great dignity) 

ROB— It is po, my Lord Duke. I could have wished it had been— (tool- 
ing at his at ms.)— when I could have paid the compliments I owe to voir 
Grace — but there's a gude time coming. 

Montrose— No time like the present, Mr Campbell, for the hoars are fiat 
flying that must settle your last account with all mortal affaire. 

Rob — " Time and tide will wait for nae man", and I am nae exception. 

MONTROSE— I do not say this to insult your distress ; but you mast be 
aware yourself, that >ou draw near to the end of your oareer. I do not 
deny that you may sometimes have done less harm than others of your on- 
happy trade ; and that you mny occasionally have exhibited marks of talent, 
and even of a disposition which promised better things ; but you are aware 
how long you have ^een the terror, and the oppreasor of a peaceful neigh- 
bourhood, and by what acts of violence you have maintained and exercised 
your usurped authority, you know, in short, that you have deserved death, 
and that you trust prepare for it. 

Rob— My Lord, although I may well lay my misfortunes at your Grace's 
door, yet, I will never say that you, yourself, have been the wilful and 
witting author of them. My Lord, if I had thought sae, your Grace «■"" ' ' 
not this day have been sitting in judgement on me ; for you have been tLree 
timts within good rifle distance of me, when yru were thinking but of the 
red deer ; and few folk havekenn'd me miss my aim. But as for them that 
have abused your Grace's ear, and set you up against me that was anee 
as peacefu' a man as ony in the land, and made your name the warrant for 
driving me to utter extremity. I have had some amends of ihem already ; 
and for a' that your Grace now says, I expect to live to bae mair. 

Montrose— I know that you are a bold, determining, and impudent 
villain, who will keep his oath, if be swears to mischief ; but it shall be n»y 
care to prevent it ; you have no enemies, but your owu wicked actions. 

BOB — Had I called myself a Grahame, instead of a Campbell, I might 
have heard less about them.— (Bitterly,) 

Montrose — You will do well, sir, to warn your wife, family, and follow- 
ers to beware how they use the gentlemen now in their baud?, as I will re- 
quite tenfold on them, and their kin, the slightest injury done to any of bu 
majesty's liege sutjects. 

Rob— My Lord, none of my enemies will allege that I have been a blood- 
thirsty man ; and, were I now wi' my clan, I could rule four or five hundred 
wild Highlanders as easy as your Grace does the lackies in your halt Bat 
if your grace is bent to take the head away from a house, ye may lay yo° r 
account there will be misrule among us members. However, comeo't what 
may, there's an honest man— {looking a* Francis.)— a kinsman of my ai°t 
wbo'se come a lang road to do a freeud a service, and he maun come by n* e 
ekeatb. — (looking around.)— U there ony body here wad dae a gude deed n> r 
MscGregor — be may repay it, though bis hands be now tied. . , 

M acStewabt— I'll do your will for you, MacGregor ; and I'll gang back 
up the glen on, purpose, although the devil stood at the moothof it.— (Tain 
to MacStewabt, who exits, L 1 F.) 

M0NTR08B— Make the men fall in, Galbraith, and be careful, we halt to- 
night at Stirling.— (Exit R, down the Ford) 

The Soldiers then fie off to R., by the Ford; while domg #•, Rob Boy 
speak* to EWAN o/*B&l6QLaND. SLw march. 
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Rob —Your faither, Ewan, wadnn hae carried an auld friend to the sham- 
bles like a calf, for a' the dukes in Christendom. 

EWAN— Whisht, Ra^, whisht, roan,— (Shakes his head.) 

Rob — And when the MseGregors come down the glen, and ye ace toom 
faulda, a bluidy hearth-staoe, and the fire flashing oat between the rafters 
o' yonr house ; ye may be thinking then, Ewan, that were your friend Rub, 
to thf* fore, you would have had that, aafe, which it will make your heart 
aair to lose. 

Ewan— O dinna man, Rab, it's no fair— (Aentole*)— ye ken I had aye a 
warm side to yon. 

ROB— (moving towards the Ford.) — It'a a sair thin?, that Ewan of Brigg* 
lands, whom Rob MacGregor has helped with hand, sword, and purse. sould 
mind a gloom from a great man, mair than a friend's life. 

Montrose— (without.) —Bring over the prisoner.— (Bugle sounds advance-) 

Bob— (passionattty.)Ewhn, never weigh a MacGregor*s hluid against a 
broken whang o' leather, for there will be another accounting to gie for it, 
baith here and hereafter. 

Ewan, after some hesitation, slips the buckle. Rob flies to the water, and 
leaps in ; shots are fired ; two SOLDIERS throw off their coats, and leap into 
the water ; they reappear, one with the bonnet, and the other with the plaid of 
ROB Rot ; ail is confusion. Enter MONTROSE, R. 2 B. 

Montrose — Gentlemen, disperse and pursue the villain, A hundred 
guineas for him that secures Rob Roy— (to Ewan.)— Dog, this is your' 
doing. — (Fires a pistol at Ewan, who fa'ls C. MONTROSE assails him with his 
sword, when MacStewaRT rushes onL , stands over Ewan, and protects him with 
his sword and shield ; all is confusion, and shots firing, bvgle sounding. Picture.) 



AOT FOUBTE 

SCENE I.— The Pass of LocK Ard, same as before. 

Helen and her Sons, Dougal, and the Bailie, with Highlanders. Male 
and Female, in great grief. All are kneeling; the BaILXB is sitting on a 
piece of rock, in great despondency. 

THE LAMENT. 
Words by Terry. Harmonised by Davy. 

O bone a rie ! O hone a rie ! 
Before the sun has sunk to rest, 
The turf will lie upon his breaai* 

O hone a rie, &c. 
The pride of all our line deplore, 
Brave Macgregor is no more, 

O hone a rie, &o. 

As the Lament is finished, a cry ©/'"Gregaraoh ! " is heard at a distance, it 
is heard again nearer, and ROB Roy is heard without. 
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Rob Rot— (wfAow*)— Grecaraoh ! 
DOUGAL— Rob Roy ! Rob Roy ! 

ROB Rot rushes on L. U. £.. he is armed, and has a gun over his shoulder ; is re- 
eeived in the arms of Helen, with loud and exulting shouts from the ClaN — 
the Bailie, exhilarated to the highest pitch of joy y from the deepest despond- 
ency. 

Helen— MacGregor ! husband ! life I 

Bailie — But bow did you get out o' tbeir clutches, Rab ? 

Rob — Passing the ford of Avandow,Ewan of Brigglands cut the belt that 
bound us; and I ducked and dived down the river, where not one trooper 
in a thousand would have dared to follow me. 

Helen — And bow fell you within their grasp ? 

Rob— By him who has placed a brand where he swore to plmt the olive 
— Rashleigh Osbaldistone. But were he the last and the best of his name, 
may the fiend keep me, when next we meet, if this good blade and bis heart's 
blood are not well acquainted. 

Bailie — And it would nerve him right, the double-fnced scoundrel. 

Rob — (extending his hand,)— 'And how's a' wi' ye, cousin. 

Bailie— I am pretty weel, kinsman, indifferently weel I thank ye ; and 
as for acoom modal ion, aoe canna expect to carry about wi' him the comforts 
o' the Sautmarket at his tail, as a snail does his house ; but I am blithe 
that ye bae gotten out o' the hands of your eopraie?. 

Rob — Weel,. weel, what is't ails ye man, a's weel that ends weel, the 
world will last our day : come take a stoup o' brandy, your faither the Dea- 
oon could tak ane at a time like this,— (Fills out, and Bailie dri„ks.) 

BAILIE— Weel, there are as mony slips between tbe throat and the gal- 
lows, as there are between the cup and .the lip* I'm like a dead man re- 
stored to life !— -(a Boy advances with the Bailie's wig, hat, and cane, which he 
joyfully receives )— Eh f ye're a braw flielander ; ye'll be a man afore your 
niither.— (turnsto ROB Rot jocularly )— Od, Rab, when ye're dividing the 
spoils o' the field, if ye find the tail o' my coat, 1*11 be muckle obliged to 
ye for't. 

Rob— There was mair loss at Flodden, cousin (laughs.)— Drink, lads, 

drink, and be blitbe ! 

VOVQKL passes about horn cups and cans; the music strikes'. The BaILIS 
shakes hands with Rob ROY, who pledges him with cordiality. — Chorus. 

ROY'8 WIFE. 

Words by Terry.— Old Air, " Neil Gow. w 

' Roy's wife of Aldivallocb, 
Roy's wife of Aldivallocb, 
We oan be 
As blithe as she, 
Dancing now the Highland Walloon. 
Drink and dance, and sing wi' glee, 

Joy can never mak' us weary 
Rob is frae the lodgers free. 
And Helen she has found her deary. 
Roy's wife, &c 
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A Highland Dance to the Bagpipes by DOUGAL, and Highland Lads and 
I/uses. The Bailie, enraptured at his escape from dinger, joins tto 
dancers. Scene closes. 



SCENE II Bocks, near Aberfoil Stage dark. 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE, B. I E. 

Francis — The escape of MacGregor has so altered the circumstances of 
my mission, that the sooner I return to Aberfoil, and my friends the better ; 
bnt I fear I hare missed my way. Every step I have taken renders my 
way to Aberfoil more intricate. The twilight darkens rapidly, and each 
succeeding moment the surrounding objects wear a different feature, change- 
fol as my fortunes ; so that unless I am successful, I must make a bed of 
heath for the night. 

SONG.— Words by Scott, Music by Clarke. 

The heath this night rauet be my bed, 
The bracken curtain for my bead, 
My lullaby the warder's tread, 

Far, far, from love and theo Mary ; 

To-morrow eve, more stilly laid, 
My couch may be my bloody plaid, 
My reaper song, thy wail, sweet maid ! 

It will not waken me, Mary 1 
I may not, dare not, fancy now 
The griefs that cloud thy lovely brow, 
I dare not think upon thy vow. 

And all it promised me, Mary f 
No fond regret must Norman know ; 
When bursts Clan- Alpine on the foe, 
His heart must bo like bended bow, 

His foot like arrow free, Mary. 

A time will come with feeling fraught, 
For, if I fall in battle fought, 
Thy hapless lover's dying thought 

Shall be a thought on thee, Mary, 
And if returned from eonquer'd foes, 
How blithely will the evening olose, 
How sweet the linnet sing repose, 

To my young bride and me, Mary t 

Enter Sir FREDERICK and DiaNA VERNON, L. 1 E. muffled in horsemen's 
cloaks. 

Sir Fred Soho, friend, whither go you ? 

Francis— To Aberfoil— can you direct me thither ? 
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Sib Fbfd —Tarn the projecting rock on your left, and the village lie* 
before you.— (Crosses B.) 

Fa Ait CIS— I thank yon — in return, let me advise, if you travel northward, 
to wait till the passes are open — there has been some disturbance in this 
neighbourhood.— ( Crosses L.) 

Sib Fbed —We have heard so. Bat the soldiers had the worst, had 
they not ? And I grieve to hear in another quarter, the outlaw, called Bob 
Roy, has been captured. 

Francis— Know you not Rob Roy has again escaped ? 

Sib Fbed — Escaped I I rejoice to hear it! That circumstance will at 
once secure a friend of mine from danger. Who are you ? What is your 
name ? 

Fbanois— My name can be of little consequenoe to an utter stranger. 

Dianv— (B )— Mr Francis Osbaldistone should not sing his favourite airs 
when he wishes to remain concealed. 

Francis — Miss Vernon I at such an hour, in such a lawless country ? 

Sib Fbed- Now, Diana, bid your cousin farewell, and waste no fur- 
ther time. 

Diana— Bat one moment, sir— but one moment, to say farewell. 

Sir Fbed.— Remember, 'tis your last. Exit B. 1 & 

Fbancis— Our last ? 

Diana— Yes, dear Frank, there is a gulf between us— a gulf of abso- 
lute perdition. Where we go, you must not follow. What we do, you 
must not share in You will receive from MaoQregor your father's papers. 
— poor Scotland has lost her freedom, but your father's credit will at least 
be restored, and with you all will be well ; but with me 

Fbanois— And is there no way in which I may be allowed to show my 
gratitude ? 

Diana— Alas none ! Adieu, for ever 1 be happy ! 

DUET— Words by Terry.— AlB.— « The Lass of Patie's MilL" 

Forlorn and broken-hearted, 

I weep my last adieu 1 
And sigh o'er joys departed, 

That time can ne'er renew. 

Farewell, my love, I leave thee, 

For some far distant shore ; 
Let no fond hope deceive thee — 

We part, to meet no more 1 

Tho' grief may long oppress thee, 

Your love I'll ne'er resign ; 
My latest sigh shall bless tbee, 
My last sad tear be thine ! 
Farewell, mv love, &o. 

Exeunt DUNA, R., FbaNCIB, l 1 * 



SCENE III.— Interior of Jean MacAlpine's change-house at AbsrM 
e as before. 
Bailie Niool Jabvie discovered seated at the table, R- 
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Bailie— (filling out a glass from a sfoap)— Weel, after the fatigue It hat 
been my lot to suffer this blessed day, a cup o' brandy does nae harm. My 
cousin, Rab, is bringing up his family to an ill end ; and as for my cousin, 
Helen— my conscience I— (drinks)— Thank Heaven, I shall soon leave this 
dolefu' country.— -(Comes forward) 

Song by Bailik Ant— "The Quaker's Wife." 

You may sing o' your Wallace, and brag o' your Brace, 

And talk o' your fechtin' Red Reiver ; 
But whare will ye find me a man o' sic use. 

As a thorough- bred Saut-Market weaver ? 
Let ance Nicol Jarvte come under your view, 

At haroe where the people adore me, 
Where they mado me a bailie and councillor too, 

Like my faitber, the Deacon, before me. 

These clavering chiels in the clachan hard bye, 

They'll no gi'e a body but hard words ; 
My faitb 1 they shall find if again they will try, 

A het poker's as gu Je as their braid swords. 
It's as weel tho' to let that flee stick to the wa', 

For mayhap they may chance to cl ymore me ; 
To let sleepin' dugs lie is the best thing ava, 
- Said my faither, the Deacon, before me. 

My pair cousin, Rab, O ! his terrible wife, 

Was sae proud that she choose to disown me; 
Fient a bodle cared she for a magistrates life, 

My conscience ! she was just gaun to drown me. 
But if ever again in her clutches I pop, 

Puir Mattie m ty live to dep ore me ; 
But were I in Glasgow I'd stick to my shop. 

Like my faither, the Deacon, before me. 

Retires up, and sits at R. of table. 
Enter Rob Rot, L. D. P.— he sits down opposite the Bailib. 

Bailie — Rab again I why, the man's like a bogle or a ghaist. 

Rob— (l.) — 'Twas business that made me follow you sae quickly, Bailie, 
and business waits for no man. There is the two hundred pounds I pro- 
mised you. Never say a Highlander belied his word. 

Bailie— (r )— Ye're an honest man, Rab — that is, ye've a sort o' honesty 
— a kind o' — Rab, ye're an honest rogue. 

Rob— Come, come, take your money, and your cup, and say no more 
about if. 

Bailie — Weel, here's your health, and my cousin Helen's health, and 
your twa hope! u' son?, of whom mair anon. As to Helen, her reception o* 
me this bles»ed day was the north side o' friendly, that I maun say, 

Rob— Poor lady ! and has she not had cause. Say nothing of her but 
wbat is befitting a friend to say, and her husband to hear. It all cornea of 
trusting men's wark to women and bairns; I would rather they. had burned 
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the half o' the Lennox, than that my ain cousin, who ha* shown me raeh n 
kindness, should have been misguided.— (Extends his hand.) : t 

Bailie— Weel, weel, we'll let that flee stick to the wa' ; bat I maun tell \ 

, yon, that your sons are as ignorant as the very eattle you used to drive to * 

market. i 

Rob— And where was I to get them teachers ? Would yon have me pat 4 
on the College gate of Glasgow, — ** Wanted a tutor for the children of Rob ., 
Roy, the outlaw ?'' t 

Bailie— Not exactly* that cock wudna feoht, but you might hae taught , 
them something. -, 

Rob— I have taught them something. Hamish can bring down a black- y 
cock on the wing, with a single bullet ; and his brother, drive a dirk j 
through a two-inch deal board. 

Bailie— An they ken naething better than that, they had better no ken , 
that nether, tell me this Robio, what has a' this cutting and stabbing \ 
and shooting and driving o' dirks, whether through hum in flesh or deal 
boards, dune for yoursef, and wereni ye a happier man at the tail o' a 
drove o 9 nowts when ye were in an houest calling, than ever ye hae been , 
since at the head o' your Highlanders wV a' their targets and chy mores. , 

Rob— We are a persecuted race, and my position is made for me sod not , 
by me, 

Bailie — " Persecution maketh a wise man mad ;" bat here are your t«a 
sons, Hamish and Robert, whroh means James and Robert, — I trust you will , 
c «11 them sae in future — there's nae gude comes o' Hamiaties and Eacnmes, 
and Anguses, except that they're names yon're sure to see in the indictment 
at the Western Circuits, for cow-lifting and sheep stealing. 

Bob— What is, must he. ' 

Bailie — Sae muckle the waur, Rab — sae muckle the waur. But I hae , 
been thinking. Rib, to tak' them name to the Sautmarket, and mak' tbem 
'prentices — (ROB starts angrily)— and I'll gie ye back your twa hundred , 
pounds for the satiof iction aud surety. 

Rob— What! a hnndred thousand deevils ! The sons of MacGregor 
weavers? I'd sooner see every loom in Glasgow, beams, treadle*-, and 
shuttles, burnt in hell-fire — (Rises and wjlUu rapid 'y with his hind on hi* dirk ) 

Bailie — My cons eace ! that wad be a bleeae! Weel, weel, you netdua 
grip your dirk, as though you were gauo to drive it through me ; I'm no a 
twa-noh deal board. 

Rob— Give me your hand. You mean well, but you press over hard on 
my temper/ Consider what I have been, and what I am become ; above 
all, consider the cause that has forced me to become what I am, and if ever 
I rend my sons to the weaving, I'll give yon the first refusal of them.— 
(Laughing.) 

Enter FRANCIS OSBALD1STONB, LDP. 

FRAN0I8 — Ah I MacGregor sod Mr J irvie, both safe ? 

Rob— Ay, and like to keep so— the worst hour is past. 

Bailie— My conscience ! but it has left plenty o' sair banes ahint it ; hot 
a man mustna expect to get it a' his ain way when he gangs visiting bis 
Hieland kinsfolk. 

Rob— You must think hardly of us Mr Osbaldistone, and it is not natural 
that it should be otherwiae. But remember at least, we have not been on* 
provoked, we are rude and ignorant, and it may be violent and paasiouaie, 
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Trtit we an not a cruel people. The land might be in peace and in law far 
lid us, they bat allow us, to enjoy the blessings of peaceful law. 

Francis- -Let us hope that times will so ohange thai you will not only 
lave peace and protection bit justice. 

' Rob— Here are the papers T promised yon, they hawe been in many 
lands since the villain Rashleigh removed them from Crane Alley, London, 
the pleasure 1 have in restoring them to you, is only equalled in the pride 
I feel in keeping faith with an honest man's son. Tour father ia now in 
Glasgow*; send the packet to him, by Mr Jarvie— (Gives papers ) 

Francis— My father 1 How knew .you this t 

Rob —Dispatch your business, and follow me. You shall see the moonlight 
on the mountain— yoo~shaftl hear 

Bailie- What t 

Rob— The night-bird scream I will yoo> listen to her bodioga ?— (wtMino*) 
-Now the mist is on the brae, and the spirit of the Gregaraeb walks 1— 
irtcovering)— But I forget — you mean kindly. Farewell, cousin, farewell, 
-(shakes hands with the BaILIR who is much affectea)—*nd if it ia ever in the 
power ef MacGregor to serve biafriend only let him know, or ifonyo* tbeloug 
tongoed bodies in St Mango's or on? where else, should even couple black 
to your name jist let me ken, and I'll come o'er the Drymen Muir an' gie 
ye a decernment against them without either troubling goJge or jury, 
VU stow his lugs out o' bis head were he the best man in -Glasgow, and 
they'll be nae lawyers fee» to pay. 

Bailie— Thank ye Rab, thank ye, and if ever an hundred pound, or even 
twa hundred, would put you and your family in a settled way, ye can jtat 
send a bit line to the* Saut market and— 

Rob— Fare-ye-weel, then — {to Francis) — Follow me towards the Loch j 
I would speak with you in private,— (as Rob is about to exit the Bailie goes 
up to him and offer* him t\e purse, which he reject*)— &eep your tra»h, Bailie, 
keep your trash. * JExit U D. r. 

Bailie— -What did Rab say to ye 1 —(Coming forward.) 

Francis— Something concerning these papers.— (Gi^t* papers to Baiue.) 

•Bailie— Eh, p*ners4 Why, by the eon o' my fait her, Rab is an honest — 
stay ! Here's Mr-Owen's list—" Cateh'em and Whittingion, 706," Delight- 
fuM "Pollock and Peelman, 2— 8— 7," Exact 1 u Grub and Grinper," 
—right to a fraction. Lord save us 1 w hat's this 1 " Will o' Sir Hildebrand 
^O^baldistone, in favour o' his nephew, Francis 1 " My conscience-! 

Francis— Is it possible J 

Bailie— As fao aa death ! 

^rakcis— Thia then, waa the cause of Rashleigh's unrelenting -hatred. 

Baiue— Nae matter, we've ,got the stuff, praise be blest— -wo've got the 
stuff! 

Francis— Mr Jar vie, I intrust these documents tto yonreare, aa, hence* 
forward, the sole agent of my father's concerns in Scotland. Take some 
repose, and set forward early. 

Bailie— Sole agent, Mr OsbaldistoneJ— (bowUufr~V\\ not effect to dis- 
claim having done my best to deserve the favour* o'«say frien'a in Crane 
Alley, London ; or that the recompense will not be advantageous to JNieoi 
d:irvie, merchant and magistrate, in. the Sautmaraet o' -Glasgow. Bat, Mr 
"©abaldistone, l^rust.you-ll say as little as need be o' our pranks here 
amang the hills. If the members o'ibe Town Council «were4o ken thai nae 
o 9 their body waa seen fechting wi' a red-het poker, or dangling like aa 
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au|d scareeraw o'er a potatoe garden -my conscience. ! they wadqa be. 
weel pleased, if Bailie Graham was to hear o't, it wad he a sair hair ia my 
neck as lang as I leeve. 

' FRANCIS— Fear nothing, sir, on that score. Tour kindness deserves, and 
shall receive every expression of the most grateful sentiments j but let me 
be? of you to lose no time in returning home. 

- Bailms— That you may swear ; and the next time you catch me out o' 
hearing o* St. Mungo's bells again, may Rab Rob sleep wi' his ancestors, and 
me wi' his widow ! Eh! My conscience ! Exit Bailie, b. 1 e.— Fbanc.s, d f. 



SCENE IV.— Distant view of the Banks of Loch Lomond. Stage dark, 

Enter RASHLEIGH OSBALDISTONE and JOBSON, in great alarm, L. 1 E. fpU 
• lowed By DouctAL, who conceals himself behind a rock, occasionally peepwg 
out during the scene. 

Bash— Am I ever to be pestered with these coward fears f 

Jobson— For Heaven's sake, sir ! if you kill me I must speak. Except 
our own people, we are entirely unsupported ;— the government forces are 
ail withdrawn. 

. Rash — Pooh ! for that very reason we shall not be suspected ;— "on that 
very oiroumstanoe alone, we might build our surest hope. This ruffian will 
not now suppose it possible he is watched, and least of all by me. Did you 
overhear their conference in the hut ? 
-J0B8ON— Partly. 

Rash — And are you sure my cousin is in possession of the packet ? 

Jobson— Certain. 
: Rash— Does he accompany that foolish magistrate to Glasgow ? 

Jobson— I think not ; fearing to be surprised, I withdrew some paces 
from the hut, and crouched in the deepest shade ; presently I saw— (Loota 
round terrified,) 
: Rash— Saw who ? . 

Jobson— {In a subdued tone)— Rob Rot.— In a few minutes Mr Fran* 
joined bina, and they walked away hastily towards the Loch. 
- Rash— To meet Diana and her father in the cave. Well, let them meet ; 
HI wait till MacGregor and his band depart, then spring upon, and crash 
them in the very nest where there venom was engendered. Did you place 
Wiogfield in the tract, to prevent the retreat of Sir Frederick, and tbe 
proud dame his daughter? . 

JOBSON— I did, sir, exactly as you directed ; and all the rest are witnto 
calj. Hush ! hark !— (DOUGAL has suddenly advanced /torn behind therm 
he instantly falls flat, throwing, at the same time, his plaid entirely over hvm)— 
As I live and breathe, 1 heard a step ! 

RASH— The echo of your own foot-fall. 

Jobson— No, no ! as I'm an honest man, — that is, as I'm a sinner,— 1 De- 
seech— I implore you to quit this place. . , 
, Rash— Never, till my purpose is accomplished. Death alone shall ae- 
feat it- Curses on tbe chance that brought him to Diana's presence— tnai 
ever brought him to my father *s house 1 But I will not suffer singly ; * n 
disappointment and misery they have inflicted upon me shall be shared »/ 
them in all its bitterness. Who's there f 
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Diana. Scotland's fear and Scotland's pride, 
Rob Roy MacGregor, O ! 
Tour award must now abide, 

Rob Roy MacGregor, O! 
Long your favours bae been mine, 

Favours I will ne'er resign— 
Welcome then, for auld lang syne, 
Bob Roy MacGregor, O! 
Chorus. Let your hands, &c. 

Dougal. Her nane sel\ wi' mnckle fear, 
For Rob Roy MacGregor. O! 
Humbly claims protection here, 

For Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 
And if yer favours ye'U extend, 

And prove the Dougal creature's friend — 
She's a rogue, but she'll maybe mend, 
Wi' Rob Roy Maogregor, O ! 
Chorus. Let your hands, &c. 

Bailie. Losh, man, Rab, I like ye weel, 
Rab Roy MacGfregor, O ! 
An 9 faith but yer a clever chieP, 

Rab Roy MacGregor, O ! 
And when the Hieland Glens ye quit, 
< In the Bailie's house ye'il get a peat, 
An' a wee drap yell ye'r sure tae meet, 
Rab Roy MacGregor, 0! 
Chorus. Let your hands, Ac. 

R. L. 

Highlanders. Soldiers. Highlanders. 

Dougal. Hamish* Robert. Helen. Rob Roy. Sir F. Diana. Francis. Bailie. 

CURTAIN DESCENDS. 
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Enter Lancib Winqfisld, ft. 1 b. 

I<ANCiB~Word has paved, thai the Highlanders are preparing to move. 

Rash— Lose not a moment— (Exit Lancis, r. 1 B)— Remember, if there he 

lives sacrificed in the busioess we are upon, yoor evidence mast justify the 

act* as necessary to the subjugation of treason. Now, be resolute, and, for 

your life, be silent. 

Exit R abeIjEIQH, followed by J OBSOff^ B. 1 K. DOUGAL looks after them from 
beneath the plaid and steps cautiously. 
Dougal— My faith, lads, ye'tt get yer hafflts olaw'd ! Exit LlE. 

SCENE V*— Interior of Rob Roy's Cave y and view of Loch Lomond hy moonlight. 
Enter Rob Rot and Francis Obbaldist onb, l. u. b. 

ROB— Let me now speak of my own concerns. My kinsman said eom*: t 
thing of my boys that sticks to my heart, and maddens in my brain — 'twas 
truth he spoke, yet I dared not listen to it— 'twas fair he offered, yet | 
spurned that offer from very pride. My poor bairns ! I'm vexed to 
think they must lead their father's life. 

Francis — Is there no way for amending such a life,, and thereby afford- 
ing them an honourable chance of 

RoB— You speak like a boy ! Think you that the old gnarled oak can be 
twisted like the green sapling ? Think you I can forget being branded as 
an outlaw— stigmatised as a traitor— a price set upon my head, my wife 
and family treated as the 6>m and cubs of a wolf ? The very name, which 
came to me from a long and noble line of martial ancestors, denounced, aa 
if it were a spell to conjure up the devil. 

Francis— Rely on it, the proscription of your name and family is con- 
sidered by tfoe English as a most cruel and arbitrary law. 

Rob — Still it is proscribed ; and they Shall hear of my vengeance, that 
would scorn to listen to the story of my wrongs ; they shall find that the 
name of MaeGregor is a spell to raise the wild devil withal. Ab, Heaven 
help me ! I found desolation where I had left plenty — I looked east, west, 
north,' and south, and saw neither hold nor hope, shed nor shelter; so I e'en 
pulleti the' bonnet o'er my brow, buckled the broad-sword to my side, took 
to the motirftain and the glen, add became a broken man. But why do I 

rk of this ? Tis of my children, of my poor bairns I have thought, and 
thought wiH not leave me. < 

Francis— Might they not, with some assistance, find an honourable re- 
source in foreign service ? If such be your wish, depeod upon its being 
gratified. 

ROB— (stretching one hand to him, and passing the other across his eyes) — t 
thank you, 1 thank you. I could not have believed that mortal man would 
again have seen a tear in MacGregor's eye. We'll apeak of this hereafter— 
we'll talk of It to Helen— but 1 cannot well spare my boya yet. The 
heather is on fire. 
* FKANCis^Heather on fire f I do not understand you. 

Rob— Rashleigh has set the torch— let them that can, prevent the blaze. 
At this very momeo^tb^abil on which you stand is bombostibUfr^here is 
not a glen in the Highlands, but is guarded j Ahere is .not a watch-tower 
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north of tbe Forth, hut has: its anxious look oat ; wo wait bat for his word, 
and on every hill-top a beacon-fire will burst forth in the cause of a banished 
race ; and- the guards at Stirling CaBtle rosy serve another master before 
to-morrow's sun shall rise ; the country has been brought to this state 
of natters, mainly, b? the villain, Raahliegh, who has afr last deserted the 
oause. But bark \r~(bagpipes without)*- Ah ! tbev come— then all's well. 
Francis— I comprehend. 

HbLEN and the HIGHLANDERS enter, L. U. B., BLUISH <wt<f ROBERT direct- 
ing their movement*. IIamish and ROBBBT then $tand B. and* 

Rob— (c.) — Have you seen Diana and Sir Frederick on their way f 

Helen— (b. c )— I have. Stranger, you eame to oar unhappy; country 
when our bloods were chafed, and our hands were red. Excuse the rude- 
ness that gave so rough a welcome,, and lay \% en* the ewt times, not 
upon us. 

KoB-r-Helen, our friend has spoken kindly, and profiered nobly— hmht bey s 

•ur children 

. Helen— I understand— but no, no, this ia not the time— besides, I, no, no* 
I will not- cannot part from them. — (Embraces them.) 

Francis— (b.)— Your separation ia not required— leave tbe country with 
them. 

Helen— Quit the land of my sires?.— Never I Wild aa we live, and hope* 
less, tbe world has not a soene that- could console me fer the loss o$ these 
tude rocks and glens,, where the remembrance of our wrongs is ever sweet* 
ened by the recollection of our revenge. 

Francis— MacGregor, is it so V 

Bob— She says truly— 'twas a vain project. We cannot follow them-* 
we cannot part with the last ties thst render life endurable* Were I to lose 
sight of my native hills, my. heart would sink, and my arm would shrink 
like fern? the winter's frost No, Helen, no— the heather we have trod on 
while living, shall sweetly bloom over us wheadead— (Helen throws ke%$e!f 
into his arms.) 

Francis — I grieve that my opportunity, of serving those who have ae 
greatly befriended me is incompatible with their, prospects and desires. 

&QB— Farewell— the best wish MacGregor cap give bis friend ia, that be 
may see him nq more.— (Retires up, meets DoUGAL who enters h. V. B. owe? 
communicates to ROB Roy what he has seen and heard regarding RASBUaOB.) 

Helen— A mother's blessing, for the only kindness shown for years to the 
blood of MacGregor, be upon.you. Now, farewell— forget me and mine 
for ever I 

Francis— Forget l Impossible I ; . 

Helen— All may be forgotten, but the sense or dishonour, and the define 
of vengeance. 

Rob— No more, strike T~-(To the pipers.) 

Harsh. The HIGHLANDERS file through the mouth of the coos, L U. E. Ro- 
BEST ana 1 HAM18H stretch forth their hands *b FRANCIS, as they paps tenths march. 
—Helen and Rob Roy, each take leave of him wftft eoroWtts and regret, and 
exit though the cave to U 

D0U6AWf»tM»H a snuffing ewjtf, end ehe&mf handey-Uk-ll wishkee a 
good a*er«dDg>— Jkit u U. B. x 
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FBAftofe- What a wayward war is mine t My father's peace of mind if 
happily restored, but mine, with Diana, U loat for ever. 

KashleiGH OsbaLDISTONB appears at the back of the cave B. and seeing 
FRANCIS, conceals himself 1*. • 

What noise f Sorely I heard— no— (goes up} — they have left me. — (the boats 
are seen passing, the Loch with the Highlanders) — They are passing the Loch 
—I shall see them so more. 

Enter Sir FREDERICK VbbNON cwmTDiana VfiBNON greatly alarmed, from 
Ihl. B. 

Diana— Gone ! MacGregor,— Helen — our friends gone t" 
SIR Fred — Embarked already t Then my course is ended* 
Francis — (b.j— Amaaement T Diana Vernon and — - 
DiANA— (L)— Her father — her unhappy, her wretched father, Oh, Frank, 
we are beset by enemies on every side— the only path by which we could 
escape is guarded. 
Francis— No danger shall, befall you here. 

Sib Feed — Dp not involve yourself in my fate— proteot my chiM, but 
leave me to suffer. T am familtac with danger, and prepared to meet it. 
KaSH— (advances o.) — Meet it then, here t 
ALL— Rashleigb !— (DiaNA turns from him to Her father.) 
Bash— Ab* leprae to repay the various obligations conferred on me by 
tty friendf.— (he beckons to Soldiers, who enter B- V. B.)— Apprehend Sir 
Frederick Vernon, an attainted traitor— Diana Vernon, and Francis Osbal- 
distone, aiders and abettors of treason.— (Soldiers stand tiehOhtfihem.) 

Fbakcis— (crosses to L.)— Baableigh, thou art too great a villain for words 
to speak thee. -; 

Rash— 1 can forgive yonr spleen, my gentle cousin — it is bard to lose an 
estate and a mistiest in one nighti Taie charge of y ear TprieOfiere- It my 
conduct displeases jon, lady, yon may thank your minion there.( — Soldiers 
seize them.) (> , « f < ( j ( f . 

Francis — I never gave* you pause*. i 

Bash— Tis false I In love, in ambition, in the patfis of interest, yon have 
crossed and blighted me at every turn. I was born to be the honour of my 
lather's house— I have been its destruction and disgrace— my very patri- 
mony has been your*— but if you; ever, live :to pot seas it, the death curse 
of him you have thus cruelly injured, shall stick ,to it.— (goes ton) 
Bob — (without)— Gregarachl. :i 

Bash— (starts)— Ah !— (Draws its sword) 

BOB Bot darisin, L. IT. B. and confronts BA8H(BIQH. HlGHLANDBBS, led 6$ 
Hamish, Robbbt, &*d&OV*Ah appear *t thV mouth of the cave, and over- 
power the SOLQIEHS, who resign theix arms, omtBare made piisoners. 
! * t . .; , ' .,[ • • i 
Bob— Now ask for mere* en your soul's sake. . <- 
Rash.— Never l—OStanding ononis guards) . 

Bob— Claymore, then.— (short andrapidcoOtbat— lUBBLBlQB falls U. and U 
caught by Dougal.)— Die,: traitor, in thy treason ! and would that yonr 
death could atone for the evils yon have done. 
Douo ai^(b.)- Hie, my praw^lkd you've got your bttteitttt nool Gome 
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6« ROB BOY.: 

awa' shell gfa her to the fishes.-: (Rashleigh i# oofrted */oy Dougai* ft.. 1. *.) 

Highland march— Enter Helen MacGregor, aftrf ffo Clan, mcfc and 
female, L. D. E. — BAILIE rw/w on confused, L. I.E. DOCGAL return*. 

Bailie— My conscience f what's here to do ? I fear I've lost my way. 

Feakcis— Mr Jarvie J I thought you were on the joad to Glasgow. 

Bailie— I thought sae too ; but, troth, the brandy has deceived me. My 
conscience f to think 0* a magistrate losing his bead, and losing his horse 
too ! A little man, ca'd Jobson, dismounted me just now in a trice, smd 

Sallop'd aff, as though my cousin Helen hersel' was at his— (see* Helen)— 
Jy conscience f 

Sib F.—(l.)— -Brave Highlander ! you have saved more than my lift— you 
have preserved my honour. You, young man— (to Francis)— have proved 
yourself worthy of my child, and to you I give her.— (FrANCIS 'crotu* over, 
and receives Diana)— Bujb whence this unexpected aid ? I surely skw the 
boats depart— (to Rob.) . 

Rob— (r. c.) — With half my band, no moire. Dougal overheard, and for- 
tunately apprised me of Rashleigh's intentions, and I kept up the appearance 
which decoyed the villain to his own snare. 

. Helen— (to Francis)— By Sir Frederick Vernon's meamy your father's 
house has been preserved ; that consideration alone must induce tint honour- 
able mind to confirm the gift you prize, and cause you to' use V6ur endea- 
vours to obtain from the Government a remission of the law in nvouV of a 
nelple enemy. ,» 

Rob— We shall all rejoice in your happiness, though we may' not shire itr. If 
in such moments, you ever think upon MacGregof, think kfudlv df him ; 
and When you cast a lbotf towards' poor old Scotland do riot fSrget Rob 

FINALE, 
WoiDS Wf Terry and othibs;— Ate;— * Duncan Gray •am* here to woo.*' 

Chobus. Pardon now the bold Outlaw, 

. Rob Roy MacGregor, O! , 

Grant him tfercy, gentles a f , I 

Rob Roy MadGregor, Of- 
Let your hands' and hearts agreed i 

Bet the Highland' Laddie freV; 
* Hak' ns sing wr* niuokle glee; j 

Rob Roy MacGregor; O! 

FftsffoM. Long the SUte has doomM his fa\ , 

Rob Rob MacGregor, O-i , 
8tiU he apurn'd tbehatefiu' lawy 

Rob Roy MacGregor, 01 1 

Scots can for their country die,' 
Ne'er from Britain^ fees they ~ 
A^thaVs past, forget; f orgies 

Bob' Roy Maqgregor, 01 



kaads,**. 
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llcol Jarwle 

|jj..(by Night.) 

11I7 visible, and resembled 
ie Valley of Bagdad. 
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gain."—" Roy's Wife." 

d Scotch Reel 
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keth a wise man mad. ' 

Lomond* 

tmfftts clawed/' 

MOND, 

GARACH 

ife."_« Do not forget 
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DRAMATIC LIBRARY. 



No. 1. ROB ROY MACGREGOR, 

Or, Auld Langsyne. 5b. 

To be followed by 

No. 2. FAIR MAID OF PERTH, 

Or, St. Valentine's Lvje. " 5s. 

No. 3. MONTROSE, 

Or, The Gathering of the Clans. 5s. 

No 4. WAVERLEY, 

Or, Tis an Hundred Years Since. 5s. 

No. 5 OLD MORTALITY, 

A Tale of the Persecutions in Scotuinb. 5s. 

No. C. , *«S- tj Y *M A N N E K J N $ ' . 

0Rj»T«e Lost Heir, * 5s. 

No. 7. I^ANHOB, 

- Or, TiieiJjsw of York 5 s. 

No. 8. (JUENTIN DURWARD, 

Or, The Fortunate Scotchman. 5s. 

No. 9. HEART OF MIDLOTHIAN, 

Or, The Lilt of St. Leonards. 5s. 

No. 10. KEN1LWOKTH, 

Or, The Fate of the Countess or 

Leicester 5s. 

No. 11. THE LADY OF THE LAKE, 

or the Highland Outlaw. 5s. 
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